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Shopping carts and ch dip: 
couldn't nail Jack into a mari 
like that. 

A man can'twearVan Heusen 417 
shirts and spend the day pushing a 
shopping cart. In fact, that’s the m 
un-married shirt I ever saw in my life. 


And I'm so glad. 

You're my cup of tea, shirt. 

The snaked-down way you fit. 
No bulge. The way that collar rolls. 
Like a blueprint in the Yale manual. 
Andthe colors...good for you, shirt... 
likes shirt that comes out swinging. 


That’s ten times 
the shirt any other 
man would wear... 


As for that guy you're with...the 
one with the leer...ask him to come 
over here a minute. 


VAN HEUSEN?® 
44-17 younger by design 


she won't? 


By Geoye ‚ she will! 


a very persuasive fragrance for men 
Cologne, After Shave, Talc, Shower Soap Bar, Gift Sets Caryl Richards, Inc., New York, N. Y. 


Viceroy’s got the Deep Weave Filter 
for the taste that’s right! 


REL. 
p.d 


IBI эз. wilson Tobacco Corporation P. t oo _ m 


Viceroy is scientifically made SMOKE ALL 7 

1 — а lik Smoke all seven filter brands 
to taste the way you'd like a and you'll agree: some taste 
ся ч too strong ... while others 
filter cigarette to taste. . taste too light. But Viceroy— 
Not too strong... not too light... with the Deep-Weave Filter— 


АЯ E RUM. tastes the way you'd like a filler 
Viceroy's got the taste that's right. cigarette to taste. That's right! 


PLAYBILL 


THE FAMILIAR. GLEAM in our 
current cover girl's eye could 
very well be over this issue's 
contents, an Oktoberfest ol 
choice reading and. viewing. 
Leading the autumnal pa 
de is à Playboy Interview 
with Muhammad Ali, better 
known as Cassius Clay to the 
followers of the sweet science. 
The contumelious Cassius is 
in fine fettle (perhaps “neule” 
would be more apropos) as he 
. coumterpunches and 
lets Пу a barrage of haymakers 
ata variety oL targets. 
Heading up our on-target 
fiction for October is Heavy 
Set, a chilling Halloween hor- 
ror tale by master yarn spin- 
ner Ray Bradbury. The tireless 
Bradbury—never one to let 
any literary grass grow un- 
der his feet—is about to open 
his own theater in Los An- 
geles: the Pandemonium The- 
ater Company will debut with 
trio of Ray's one-act plays 
with a sci-fi theme: The Veldt, 
The Pedestrian and To the 
Chicago Abyss, the three to 
run under the overall tide 
The World of Ray Bradbury. 
The commanding illustration 
for Heavy Set was executed by 
Hemy who has 
illustr 


BRUNTON 


— d 


BRADBURY 


Markowitz, 


Ivertisements for Bon- 
jour Tristesse, Exodus and 
Spartacus. 
In Bernard Wolfe's Sue Me 
Rich, Hollywood matinee idol 
Anson Luddy, who last ap- 
pe 
Woll E 
Adoration (Octobe 


red on pravnov's pages in 
The Going Price for 
1963), fig 


MARKOWITZ 


ures а highly comedic 
y deli Ken W. 
Purdy, who has c c in Blighty, 


The Brass Tel 


that 


well 


presented in our October 
nder C 
makes up in inventiveness what it lacks length. Ken 

England to do the script for a movie based on the life of auto 
racer Stirling Moss, with whom rraAvnoy readers are well 
acquainted via a pair of Purdy pieces in this mag 
writes that he has gotten himself into shape for the scripting 
by cutting down on his morning collec—from 12 cups to 10. 

Prentiss Combs, whose fine fictional efort The Wind Devil 
LAvBOY readers in our June issue, offers, 
in The Touched Nest, another sensitively wrought glimpse of 
the repressed emotions seething beneath the surface of the 
seemingly bucolic life. California social worker Combs is 
currently at work on a novel set in his native state. 

David Duncan. author of the haunting science 
Requiem on the Moon, is a newcomer to PLAYHOY'S pages, but. 
т: he recently completed the script 
for a 20th С . The Fantastic Voyage. Dun 
says that the major part of the script takes place inside a h 
э body and predicts that the scenes in the organ of Corti 
will be unforgettable. He calls his rrAvsov story his most 
profitable, since it was the inspiration for seven subsequently 
successful teleplays based upon moon life. 

No moony approach to sex is taken by the women’s ma 
zines, documented by William Iversen in the concludi 
installment of The Pious Pornographers Revisited. Early next 
year, Bill will become the proud poppa of lis second book, 


ham Bellringer of a sto 


O the Times! O the Manners!, 
a collection of his PLAYBOY 
Short Histories which will be 
published by William Morrow. 

Twice annually, our Art and 
Photo departments huddle 
with Fashion Director Robert 
L. Green far in advance of the 
scason to scan the pick of new 
designs for inclusion in our 
full-treatment forecast of garb 
ted to the 
urban wardrobe. Purpose of 
their brain i istodrcam 
up fresh and interesting ways 
1 which to present the clothes 


and commendation. TI 
around, the garments thi 


selves seemed to demand a 
would 


visual 
show them ii 
ness of styling and det 
settings as unbusy and unclut- 
tered as the clothes themselves. 
A photographic sleight of hand 
was what they hit upon, inte 

sply limned 
d by Chicago Academy 
of Fine Arts teacher Robert 
мон (he of the handlebar 
The photograph- 
s of our handsome fall and 
winter pacesetters 
was done by the latest addi- 
tion to the PLaysoy lens staff, 


Jazz once more moves to 
the fore as we launch our 
ninth Playboy Jazz Poll, 
reader census which has 
grown larger and more prestig 
ious every year. A handsome 
and highly utile way to listen 
to all that jazz is displayed in 
Playboy's Electronic Enter- 
tainment Wall, created by the 
n Dirccior of the Playboy 

Clubs, Art Miner, The luxuri: 
ously inventive and inviting decor of the Clubs is echoed in hi 
concept of an ideal hom. ment clectronic installation, 

Going from the sublime to the ridiculous in music, we also 
offer Jime Blish's Music of the Absurd, an acid-etched com: 
mentàry on ava 
acquainted with the I 
long and eminent sti 


тисе on the rewards and rebuffs of trout fishing 
steams—Rainbows in a Bucket. Bourjaily. who 
writing at the State University of Towa, is the author of a 
recently published book on hunting, The Unnatural 
has achieved international fame as a novelist (Confessions of а 
Spent Youth, The End of My Life, The Violated). 

Humor, visual and verbal, is riotously represented in this 
issue by a triumvirate, PLAYBOY reg icgel's Instant 
Epilaphs is à compendium of antic exit lines for a variety of 
dear departeds. Marco Polo's Spices has Horst. Buchholz 
spoofing the current wend in uncostumed. epics typified by 
his latest film which is based (loosely) on the exploits of the 
explorer. Caught in the Act, a satyric photo satire of the classic 
husband-wifelover bedroom confrontation scene, as it might 
be handled by nine famous movie directors, was shot by 
PLaynoy staller Jerry Yulsm 

Add to October's honor roll rLaynoy artist LeRoy Neiman's 
estimable capturing of the grandeur of a French stag hunt for 
Man at His Leisure; another twelvemonth of gatefold girls in 
Playmates Revisited—1962, our majestic Miss October, Ros 
marie Hillcre -do of Little Annie Fanny, and 
you have and bracing welcome to fall. 
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Crew-Sader" 
Whenever you're sporting it 
put on the softest, most comfortable 
casual sock made. 
It comes in 24 colors, solids and tweeds. 


Xntor woven: 


THE GREATEST NAME IN SOCKS 


Stretch knit of Hi-Bulk Orlon*acrylic and nylon in a neat 1 x 1 rib. One size fits 10-13. Kingsize fits 14-16. Only $1.50 a pair. 


Are you a young man in 
an old man's shoe? 


Let's face it. You probably are. Unless you're wearing 
Randcraft. Because Randcraft is the shoe made expressly 
for the modern young man. It's the shoe with “Go” in it, 
for the young man who knows he's going places. What's 
“Со”? You'll know the second you put on a pair of Rand- 
craft Shoes. They make every other shoe look—and feel— 


out of date. Be the young man in 
the young man's shoe. Randcraft! 
37.99 to $10.99. Randcraft Shoes for Young Men, Division 


of Iniennationtl Shas: СЫ Randcraft 


World's Largest Shoeme aker 
Wouldn't you like to be in our shoes? Most of America is. 


St. Louis, Missouri. 
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COVER GIRL 
Using Cynthia Maddox’ abdomen as a 
billboard for the Р 
July cover was quite 
Roderi 

Cambridge, Ma: 


Romero 


achusetts 


You're going to have to stop running 
that doll, Cynthia Maddox, on your 
covers. Every time you do, the rest of 
the issue becomes a decided anticlimax. 

Fred Regan 
Minneapolis, Minnesota 


Cynthia Maddox is, without a doubt, 
the most perfect woman who has ever 
been on any page of your magazine, and 
she shows that a woman in a bathing suit 
can be far more fascinating than a wom- 
an in the nude. Are there any jobs open 
in your cartoon department? 

Gene Turner 
Corpus Christi, Texas 
Not al the moment. 


DALI HIGH 

Your July interview with Salvador 
Dali provided one of the best in- 
sights to an important figure that you 
have yet published. Dali's very candid 


and unabashed r s led me to a 
great understanding and liking of him. 
His eness of his weaknesses and 


neuroses puts him above most of us. He 
ble to comment easily, freely and in- 
telligently on his exhibitionism and para- 
noiac tendencies, and he seems to know 
why he is the victim of them. Yet he con- 
nues to do what he does without reser- 
vation or embarrassment. 

To me, Dali is а wonderful example 
of a somewhat unbalanced person 


(which we all most probably are—to 
usc of 


some extent) who is able to mak 
his mind and soul to obtain the р 
happines. He seems very happy 
content, yet at the same time not fully 
shied, h, I feel, is the apex to 
d which one must constantly strug- 
gle. Very few have attained 

Stephen Lovato 

San Francisco, California 


ad your interview with 
: It was tastefully and in- 
telligently done. So, for that matter, 
were all the other Playboy Interviews 1 
have read; the ones with Genet and Bur- 
ton come most readily to mind. 
Richard Deutch 
Belleville, Illinois 


My compliments to you on your in- 
terview with Salvador Dali, a brilliant 
talent and most remarkable individu- 
alist. I am looking forward to the ap 
pearance of his cover suggestion, 
Aphrodisiac Jacket. 
Mike Quigley 
Spokane, Washington 
Don't hold your breath, Mike. 


All kind words for your Playboy Inter- 
views are very much deserved. T really 
don't sec how you m n as high a 
quality as you do, but I'm delighted. 

Gahan Wilson 
New York, New York 


EXECUTIVE SWEETS 
I cannot begin to tell you how much I 
enjoyed the July article Sex and the 
Office by Helen Tama 
single working girl and agree with eve: 
thing Mrs. Brown wrote. 1 have never 
read a more fascinating and true report 
on what really goes on in offices. 
Pamela Parker 
Marion, Ohio 


I never realized money had anything 
to do with a man's appeal, much less 
that single girls jump into the sack with 
married general managers. In the mov- 
ies. the hard-working truck driver with 
character always gets June Allyson, 
doesn’t he? I guess we spooks and sub. 
men (translation: '60 car, 5450 a 
month) sure have a lot to learn, Maybe 
if I worked up to vicepresident in a 
company, I'd deserve a svelte, chic, D- 
cup blonde who doesn't know where the 
New York Stock Exchange is. But, since 
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ANYTHING CAN HAPPEN 
WHEN YOU WEAR 


AME 


PARFUM DE CORDAY 
THREE-FIFTY TO THIRTY-FIVE DOLLARS 
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"THAT MAN' 


A GENTLEMAN'S COLOGNE 
AFTER-SHAVE LOTION 
SPRAY TALC AND SDAP 


I happen to be a bachelor advertising 
copywriter—from Little Rock, yet—may- 
be I could get rich writing books on what 
ivisaboutmen-that-interestsacomen. 

Earl Gheesling 

Los Angeles, California 


After reading your magazine faith 
fully for the last five years, 1 think 1 am 
allowed to give old Hef a brilliant idée. 
Abolish Dear Playboy or The Playboy 
Forum, and make room for that witty 
Mrs, Brown to start a Dear Helen col 
umn. I seriously think you guys arc fast 


on the way to becoming ninnies, and are 
letting а woman walk all over your he 
man magazine with her sexy talk 
P. W. Finch 
Montreal, Quebec 


1 couldu't help but note that while 
Mrs. Brown was “the girl at the office.” 
sex with married men was just part of 
the game, but now that she's the “wife 
back home," she's not so kee 


on the 
rules. I had to drive myself to the hospi- 
tal for the birth of our third child while 
my husband was “working late” with his 
secretary. You're right, Mrs. Brown, the 
rules are rotten. But you helped write 
them. 


(Name withheld by request) 
Rochester, New York 


As а professional woman (electrical 
engineer) 1 must take exception to the 


article Sex and the Office by Helen Gur 


ley Brown. I don't know if the behavior 
mentioned will cause any harm, but I do 
know that the publication of articles ex- 
aggerating the incidence of such behav- 
ior tends to create undue suspicion in 


ds of wives at home who may al 
ready think of the office as a “hotbed of 
intrigue,” and undue panic in the minds 
of managers who have only rec 
fit to send women to represent their 
companies, the Air Force, NASA and oth 
a 


the n 


atly seen 


encies. Women engineers today work 


in the capacities of technical supervisors, 
ineers, project. engineers and 


system еп 


others, where even the questioning of in 
руну of decision-making could bring 
on a Congressional investigation. We 


have spent many y 
stories (real or im 


ars living down the 
ginary) of the behav 
re and irresponsible work 


ior of imn 


пр women. 
Mrs. Judith C. Siegel 
Engincers 
Los Angeles, California 
Mrs. Brown was examining both sides 
of the office coin, like a good article 
writer should. 


Society of Womer 


Dug Helen Gurley Brown's Sex and 
the Office. but, as one who knows no 
shorthand, am very curious about the 
writing on the steno pad in the illustra- 

ion for the article. 


Translation, ple: 
John Holloway 
Detroit, Michigan 

Gladly. Written out in Gregg, under 


the heading “Things to Do,” was: “Get 
out file on the new merger plans. Order 
present for boss’ wife. Take the pill. 
Meet boss at New We: 
Don't forget overnight 


on Bar al six. 


ANGEL ANGLES 
Many thanks for Walt Grove's John 

Grant’s Little Angel in the July issue 
The whole story was delightful. but I 
can't find words t express my pleasure 
at its wondrous ending. “Twas a much 
needed antidote for Dr. Kellogg's Plain 
Facts for Old and Young. 

Virginia Hatfield 

Fort Lauderdale, Florida 


I think you publish an excellent mag 
azine. I enjoy its variety. However, that 
masterpiece” by Walt Grove is a blot 
on your high standards. Indeed, it is a 
bedtime story, but geared for those und 
12 mentally. Angels? For heaven's sake! 

John Earl Padget 

Lawrence, Kansas 


AUTO SUGGESTION 

I must congratulate you on your in- 
tensely humorous article, Snobs’ Guide 
to Status Cars, in July's PLAYBOY, Nev- 
ertheless, there is one statement by Mr. 
Greenburg that I feel needs a slight cor- 
ree 


on; namely, the one referring 10 the 
exchange of one’s car [or one of the 
cars listed. I refer to the Mini Cooper 
which won the Monte Carlo Rallye this 
year. I feel only 
dare own onc of these. If you do, I 
would suggest your author would have 
required d 


Praynoy reader would 


t you 


generally grin during 
a conversation, look surprised when 
others slow down at a bend, and shop at 
supermarkets. Your eyes look like disk 
brakes and you hold everything as 


it 
were in third gear. You are not seen with 
older women 
Raymond C. V. Macario, Ph.D. 
Rhinebeck, New York 


Dan Greenburg's Snobs’ Guide to Sta- 
tus Cars was a riot and will probably re 
place the Social Register. 1 hope he will 
next do a Snobs’ Guide to Status Mag. 

Ralph Ginzburg, Editor and Publisher 

Fact Magazine 

New York, New York 

Gall it ESP, Ralph, but Dan is putting 
together just such a piece. 


We have just read Dan. Greenburg's 
Snobs’ Guide to Status Cars, and have 
but one question: How does he know so 
much? 
Jill and Dan Steigerwald 
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania 
Dan, who rides the subway, spends his 
lunch hour observing traffic on Madison 
Avenue. 


Your comments about me in the arti- 
cle Snobs’ Guide to Status Cars (PLAYBOY 
July 1964, page 68) had one inaccuracy, 
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THE ONE LIQUOR YOU'D LIKE TO BE ON A DESERT ISLAND WITH 


Why maroon yourself with the same old drinks when versatile Smirnoff can please you in so many ways? 
Ws dryer in a M moother on-the-rocks, blends perfectly with your favorite fruit juice or soft drink. 
The secret? Smirnoff is filtered through 14,000 pounds о “s crystal clear, flawlessly 
smooth, remarkably free of taste and odor. You'll always drink delicious with Smirnoff. 


activated charcoal uni 


100 PROOF. DISTILLED FROM GRAIN. STE. PIERRE SMIRNOFF FLS. (DIVISION OF HEUBLEIN), HARTFORD, 


CONN.. 1964 


| A SUGGESTED TRIAL MEMBERSHIP in the BOOK-OF-THE- 


The first account fully illustrated in color of one 


"One of the most beautiful books 


BOOK 
IS SHOWN 
CONSIDERABLY 
REDUCED 
IN SIZE 


75 FULL-COLOR ILLUSTRATIONS OF ARTISTIC TREASURES 
NEVER BEFORE PHOTOGRAPHED QUT OF THEIR MUSEUM CASES, 
AND IN ADDITION 187 MONOCHROME ILLUSTRATIONS 


MONTH CLUB — to demonstrate its new Book-Dividend system 


of the most famous archaeological discoveries of all time 


in many seasons” 


=N. Y. HERALD TRIBUNE 


| RETAIL PRICE $15.00] 


to ou € ө ө IF YOU TRY A SHORT EXPERIMENTAL MEMBERSHIP, SIMPLY 


AGREEING TO BUY THREE SELECTIONS OR ALTERNATES FROM THE CLUB WITHIN THE NEXT 
YEAR, PAYING THE MEMBERS’ PRICES, WHICH AVERAGE 20% LESS THAN RETAIL PRICES 


Bust of the beautiful Queen Nefertiti, 
whose lovely face is familiar to all of 
us but about whose life almost noth- 
ing is really known. 


AN INTERNATIONAL 
EDITION . . . IDEAL FOR A 
GUEST ROOM OR A 
RECEPTION ROOM 


"The illustrations . . . master- 
pieces of offset reproduction 
ive this book an extraor- 
dinarily living quality. 
The total impression is of a 
magnificent panorama.” 
—N. Y. TIMES BOOK REVIEW 


"Brings a long-gone civiliza- 
tion to vivid life.” 
—SATURDAY REVIEW SYNDICATE 


"The scholarship and writing 
are on a plane with the format 

- excellent." 
—ARTS MAGAZINE 


“A spectacularly beautiful 
book... rarely if ever have 
objects from ancient Egypt 
been so effectively photo- 
graphed and reproduced.” 
—CHICAGO TRIBUNE 


AN UNPRECEDENTED HOME-LIBRARY BUILDING PLAN 


Je: obvious purpose of this suggested trial 
is to have you discover, by actual experi- 
ence, the extraordinary opportunity you will 
have to acquire a well-rounded library at little 
cost—through the Club's unique Book-Dividend 
system. You begin at once and the system is 
simple: with each one of the three books you en- 
gage to buy during the trial, and later, if you 
continue, you receive a Book-Dividend Certifi- 


cate, which can then be redeemed for your 
choice of a fine library volume. At present more 
than 100 different works are available for this 
purpose and most of the volumes call for only 
one Certificate plus $1.00 or $1.50—occasion- 
ally more for an unusually expensive volume. 


*k HOW CAN THIS BE DONE? The an- 
swer to that natural question is that the Book- 
Dividend system is based somewhat on the 
pattern of profit-sharing consumer cooperatives. 
A portion of the amount members pay for the 
books they buy is accumulated and invested in 
entire editions of valuable books and sets 


through special contractual arrangements with 
the publishers in each case. These are the Club’s 
Book-Dividends, and Book-of-the-Month Club 
members are free to choose amond them getting 
as many as their purchases permit. 


Ж GOOD SENSE: STOP MISSING THE 
BOOKS YOU INTEND TO READ = No less 
important than this almost incredible library- 
building plan are three other long-proved bene- 
fits of membership. First, members have a wide 
choice among the best new books—at least 200 
a year. The new books you most want to read 
are usually either Club Selections or Alternates. 
Second, the Club's prices to members average 
20% below retail prices—a continuing economy 
over and above Book-Dividend savings. Finally, 
and perhaps most important, the Book-of-the- 
Month Club’s unique method of operation 
insures you against missing the new books you 
intend to read, but so often fail to read through 


oversight or overbusyness. That alone, without 
the money saved in building your library, makes 
this suggested trial good s 


BOOK-OF-THE-MONTH CLUB, Inc. 
345 Hudson Street, New York 14, М.Ү. 

Please enroll mc as a member and send mc a 
copy of Tutankhamen. 1 agree to buy at least three 
monthly Selections—or Alternates—during thc first 
year Гат a member. J have the right to cancel ту 
membership any time alter buying these three 
books. During the trial and thereafter, if I continue, 


1 am to receive a Book-Dividend Certificate with 
every Selection — or Alternate — I buy under the 
system described above. (A small charge is added 
to all book shipments to cover postage and mailing 


expense.) PLEASE NOTE: Occasionally the Club 
oflers a Double Selection, two books at a special 
combined price. Such purchases are counted as a 
single book in fulfilling thc membership obligation. 


E 
MRS, E — 
MS case print isti 


Address 


The trademark» ROOK-OF-THE-MONTH CIUR and POOK-DIVIDEND arr reoi- 


tered 


‘by ook oj the Mouth. Club, Tacs, in the US. Patent Office and in Canadas 


Belatonte 
sings Wild 
every man 


In his latest album, “Ballads, Blues 

and Boasters,” Belafonte brings to mind the words 
of an old spiritual, “... sometimes l'm up, 
sometimes l'm down...” With a wide variety of 
songs, he expresses the moods that every man (and 
woman) experiences atone time or another. 
Boasters like “Tone the Bell Easy" and “Back of 
the Bus,” find Belafonte in a satisfied and 
expansive mood while blues such as “Blue Willow 
Moan” are for everyone who has ever known 
trouble. And, of course, ballads like “Four Strong 


Winds” find Harry right at home in his: 


musical element. A dynamic 
performance in Dynagroove sound! 
Ballads, Blues 


PLAYBOY 


NeW on Ach ШИЙ 


бте most trusted name in sound 
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I do drive a TRA, am an engineer and 

space technologist, and I'm tolerant as 

all hell. But 1 never wcar a cloth cap. I 

hope you'll correct this one slip. 
Kenneth B. Bley 

tions Group 


Mr. Greenburg is a snob, But a very 
funny one. 

Victor Navasky 

Monocle Magazi 

New York, New York 


Editor and Publisher 


TEEVEE JEEBIES AND TASTE 

In July's Ifs a Mad, Mad, Mad, Mad 
Teevee Jecbies, on page 129 in the top 
left-hand corner, you show a picture of 
Adolf Hider giving one of his officers a 


"That's right—a kosher-corr 
large dill pickle!” I feel 
it is distasteful and unhumorous to 
make fun of the world’s greatest villain 
who was involved in the deaths of six 
lion Jews. 1 hope you will take more 
care with your humor in the future 
Jonathan Safadin 
New York, New York 
Charlie Chaplin's satiric masterpiece, 
“The Great Dictator? was a devastating 
filmic assault on Hitler. Humor, through 
the ages, has been a prime form of social 
protest and we believe it will continue to 
be so. 


LOVE AFFAIR 
I enjoyed the July issue of PLAYBOY, 
particularly the Playboy After Hours 
iem about Marvin Kitma 
vin Ki 
New York, New York. 
The magazine recognizes Presidential 
candidate Kitman and hopes that he'll 
enjoy the lead item in this issue's "Play- 
boy After Hours.” 


an 


OBJECTIVIST OBJECTION 

Joy Parkers leuer in praynoy, June 
1964, criticizing the practices and poli 
cies of the Nathaniel Branden Institute, 
req swer. As present and for 
mer employees of the Institute, we wish 
to protest and state the facts. 

The NBI mailing list is a most selec- 
tive onc. It docs not consist of “anyone 
who writes in." Those who write rude or 
obscene letters, or who appear to be 
mentally incompetent, are not added to 
the list. Anyone placed on the list who 
Inter becomes objectionable for any of 
these reasons is removed from it. These 
are the individuals whom NBI considers 
"undesirable" and to whom it does not 
wish to send announcements and invita 
tions to attend lectures. 

Those who express disagreement with 
Objectivism not labeled. "undesira. 
ble." Among the thousands of communi 


He was a 98-pound weakling 


Then he wore all „© scorer slacks 
Need we say more? Yes! "'Ѕсогегѕ” have wild front pockets, special comb pocket, no belt, no cuffs. Extra extra extra extra 
extra extra slim (but don't forget to exercise). Tailored in Corduroy or Bedford Cord leather-like trim, Reverse Twist, 
Iridescent Sharkskin; $4.98 to $6.98 depending on fabric. At educated stores or write h.i.s, 16 East 34th St., N 
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A case of deception 


Our Natural Shoulder model looks 
lazily casual and uncontrived with 
its unpadded shoulders and its eas; 
going lines. 

Don't be deceived. It didn't just 
happen. It was put there by design. 

The unpadded shoulders could 
look pretty floppy if they weren't 
carefully tailored and moulded by 
skilled hand-sewing and numerous 
under-pressings. Same thing for che 
neck-hugging collar. 

And the fabrics look deceptively 
soft—but the 2-ply yarns give them 


unique bounce and vitality—and 
wrinkle-recovery ability. 

You won't sce yourself duplicated 
when you're enjoying the comfort of 
a Worsted-Tex Natural Silhouette 
suit on your torso. 

Worsted-Tex suits start at 
$75.00". Tailored sports coats start 
at $39.95. Slacks start at $17.95. 
Only at authorized franchise dealers 
— write us for their names. 

The House of Worsted-Tex, 
1290 Avenue of the Americas, 
New York 19, N.Y. 


IATURAL SHOULDER, CLASSIC CONSERVATIVE OR 
MODERN CONTEMPO STYLES ARE AVAILABLE IN WORSTED-TEX CLOTHING. 


OR мт нс FRESHNESS 


The House of Worsted Tex 


єй 
Clothes that enhance [ 


your Public Appearance 


cations 


which NBI receives vearl 
t many raise questions about Objec- 
tivism and state those aspects of the phi- 
losophy with which the writers disagree. 
None such are labeled, in any way. 
desirable” or otherwise. 

No one at the NBI lectures in 
York has ever been shown out by an ush- 
and mo one whose questions imply 
agreement with Objectivism is labeled 
“antagonist.” No student is expected 
immediately to understand and Jor accept 


every idea presented in a given lecture. 
However, NBI lectur do not en- 
debates with those who are ad- 


mittedly hostile to the fundamentals of 
Object sk an individual 
to leave if his behavior is a nuisance to 
the lecturer and other students. In such 
à case. the admission fee is refunded. In 
the past sivandachalf years, this has 
happened on one occasion. 

Ann Rukavina 

yn Kent 
Edward. Maxcy 


cl Branden In: 
New York, New York 


ше 


SMOKE SIGNALS 

Uncle Shelby's Scout Handbook in the 
June PLaynoy is the funniest thing of its 
kind I've seen since my scoutmaster led 
а few hundred Cub Scouts up the Grand 
Concourse in the middle of tralhc—after 
the parade was ov 


Abe Br 
New York, New York 


Your obvious attempt to discredit the 
Boy Scouts of America through the 
brush of Silverstein just didn't come off. 
Instead of lowering the image of the 
scouts, the recruitment has gone up. 
Many thanks for bringing the scouts to 
the attention of the youth of this nation. 

Gordon Records 

Inglewood, California 
Sordon. 


At ease, 


PLAYBOY-SAN 
I am one of the many readers of 
avrov in J 
the humor of vour cartoons and the ap- 
pealing fineness of your nude pictures. 
Many foreign words have become a 
guage and "Purei 
ddition. Now 


This word Purei Boi is now a part of the 
Japanese colloquial language- 
Kenzo Fujikawa 
Tokyo, Japan 


DANE IS PAINED 

As a Scandinavian, I enjoyed reading 
about your June visit to Copenhagen, 
but I sometimes wondered if we were in 


When match meets cigarette, taste is the big thing. 
So Luckies are made for taste and taste alone. The tobaccos are 
selected for taste. Aged for taste. Blended for taste. 

It's hardly surprising, then, that millions of smokers swear by 
Lucky Strike because of that taste. 


Taste fine tobacco at its best. ; 
Smoke a Lucky Strike. , 


| 


CIGARETTES 


Product of PE Mnarican бе» Суроту oar c pam 


PLAYBOY 


Claim your "ticket" to great entertainment! Choose from the biggest names 
in show business brought to you by the Record Club of the Stars. 


Take any () Records 


STEREO OR MONO L.P. 


when you buy just one record now and agree to purchase as few as six 
selections from hundreds of records offered you in the next12 months. 


THE INTIMATE 
MISS ишү 


зела nes 
TIME TO THINK. The Рон 


ELLA and BASIE 
ELLA FITZGERALD WITH COUNT 
ID BASIE! 12 swir 
e in irst album (оде! 
Satin Doll" f Misbehavin’. $3.98 


теза малан MONTE. 
КА 
Eno testes. the 
or a o 
Finn hae 
n 


Mod fort 
fess Don t Cry, Jor 35.58 


ix 


I95 THE BEACH воз. 1237 TEXRITTER- 000 2080. Г ЕС: 1733 THE TOUR FREON: 10-84 NAT KING COLE THE 
ШИНЕ DEUCE COUPE On the здоро tay fe ibi orth Tb SWINGERS, iz yout VERY PRU OF TOU, 
rod Gr The Lone Pro b Davia’ Top к: 


Flown, mør We Know 10 more. $498 


—= س 
THE BEST OF TTT Nancy Wilson — | | AND NOW IN PERSON‏ 
YHE KINGSTON TRIO‏ 


CONNIE FRANCIS 
00-27. CONNIE FRANCIS SINGS AWARD 
WINHING MOTION PICTURE AICS Moen 
iver, High Hopes, All the We 
the Rainbow, Sec 


ш 
ras, Tt erst oF THE RH за FAT ино COLE. 
KINGSTON TRIO, New ой OLEI BOSSA NOVA, F Е IME THING. 13 
1 М н 


209ү. 
^e. ETM) BIRTA OF THE соң 


miles davis 
ee 


11.52. RAY ANTHONY. 
© WONIED MIND 


S ا‎ 


aan] [pemaes] | 
CHECKERED FLAG 
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2537. BICA DALE, CHECK. 
MEC OC: 


son, others on 11 
‘ural only. 


BARBRA STREISAND 


Broadway's Star of the Year 


including, BARBRA 


if you wish... STREISAND! 


in the No. 1 Show Album of the Year 


FUNNY GIRL 
e 


Hear all the areat sonas 
end music in this original 
cast recordingl 


“Barbra Streisand in Funny Girt is 

the greatest thing to hit Broadway in 

many seasons.”—Ed Sullivan. 

“Barbra Streisand sets an entire theatre 
ablaze."—Time Magazine. 

1 "Funny Girl is just this side of paradise.”— New York 
SAND. Original cast recording of World-Telegram. 

nusical since My Fair lady. $538 “Barbra belts out a smash!" —N. Y. Journal-American. 


.. BARBRA STREI: 


TE) nama. Les BaxTERS 
4T Manrrvo | |U 4 Qer vitraoe 


taneh me cof tlg. 


VT. GEORGE SHEARING. 
Бн WE SO Y. ae 
relu, Ws Mp geri 


JEZI GEORGE SWEARING, 
(GE. JAZZ MOMENTS. Metin? 
mood musie for ‘lover Whoopee, tt Could Hep- 
[е Gelo Cush on You, bewitching ond proves. pen fo You, Wher 
[тег ond Tiro Called 
Aesp aher SA 3396 other bial 


SOS, JACKIE CLEASON PRE- 
SENS "Ono" Mellow: 


NANCY WILSON 


19-34. NANCY WILSON. HOLLYWOOD теба. THE LETERMEN. A TEIA, FMON YOUNG. THE 20-12. NANCY WILSON. 
MY WAY. Noncy sings Academy НА SONG FOR YOUNG LONE. YOUNG APPROACH, Ma YESTERDAYS LOVE 
Award winners & runners-up — The feck AYS 


Second Time Around, 11 тоге! $3.98 


кзы 


къада, 


Е 
| £ "UR 
| Bai sid 
1033. MAT KING COLE. 18-88. STAN KENTOH, AD- TT 


THOSE LAN. аду CRAZY 17628,17-628, 17520 SINATRA: 
Rare THE GREAT YEARS 
Huge, 36-hit collection of "The King’s” 
Йите BIG records—new in one 
Fimited-edition, souvenir album. Thrill 
egoin to Leen Boby, All of Me, Hey! 
eblous Lover, Witchcraft, Loarnin” the 


‘One for My Baby, many more. | Вава ашай 

Беат GERSHWIN BY HEE THE BEST OF UNE 1203 THE MITME WITS 3 

STARLIGNT: Loon ТИМ Misty One's big DF RED NICHOLS AND THE i HERE WE GO AGAIN. 
its dig Бото Wit FIVE PENNIES in hot Dix 

os Woon Yor Mar Se 

Wing Cod, Pow High 

E EE 


Sins 


1136. STAN KENTON. 11-99. THE KINGSTON TRIO 19-30, DICK DALE AND NIS 
ADVENTURES IN JAZZ AT LARGE Here's the DELTONES KING OF THE 


Sende. ferio olt. Tett tee 


Hong. other 
за 


one change of clothes 
sweater 


n the bag: 
keteer. And a Cricketee 


sportcoat, coordin 


nny. Mike travels light. Just 
ing slacks and 
suit on his back. Hmm. Sounds 


With a Cricketeer suit on his back.” 


Think you can do anything with it, Mi 


CRICKETEER® 


or coordinated 
New York, N.Y., 


the same town. True, se 
frankly, but this does not mea 
ryday life is like a Bergman mov 
American male may enjoy a slight edge 
over his Danish counterpart. He docs so 
because he is a foreigner and be 
can toss his dollars around—but don't 
for a moment think it to be an invita- 
tion to paradise every time a blonde 
expresses interest in the Stars and Stripes. 
We like having visitors and v 
to enjoy themselves and leave with their 
aims accomplished. This is more likely 
to be the case if they arrive with a more 
down-to-earth idea of what Copenh: 
has to offer. 


use he 


nt them 


Denmark 


Zopenhagei 


SUITS US 
Re the topless 
glancir 


athing suit: T was 
through the August 1963 issuc 


'ashion never stands still.” 


of rLavnoy and noticed this cartoon. Are 
you people prophetic? 
Richard H. Doughty 
Vineland, New Jersey 


HOORAY FOR HAIRY 

Hairy Gertz and the 47 Crappies by 
Jean Shepherd in June's praysoy was 
the best thing I've read in years. If you 
would concentrate on good writing like 
St article and less on an idiotic 
Mamie t bath, your mag 
rine would be truly a class underta 
Maybe someday you'll find out what's 
really entertaining and important. 


Ferren 
Bronx, New York 


king a be 


REBEL YELL 

I was very sorry to read about Hugh 
Hefner's $25,000 guarantee to comedian 
Dick Gregory and his organization for any 
information on the three civil riy 


A practical way to increase your prestige 
and win faster promotion in business 


HE man with a knowledge of Law has 
become a highly favored figure in the 
business world. The greatly increased role 
of government in business, the many new 
NOW YOU CAN problems of Law involving taxes, insur- 
ance, contracts, liability, employment, 
and much more — all require the Law- = 
trained executive who can make day-to- 


day decisions effectively. That is why his 
influence has increased enormously, and 
why leading corporations seek out such 
men for key positions. 

Men and women in accounting, banking, 


sales, credit, real estate, traflic, rance, 
and government can derive great benefits 
from Law study. So can people in many 


other fields as well. 
You can now study Law easily and en- 
joyably in your own home under the super- 
is aSalle's distinguished faculty. 
The cost is remarkably low. Your study is 
illustrated with actual legal cases. Upon 


completion of your training, you are 
awarded a Bachelor of Laws degree if 
qualified. The famed LaSalle Law Library 


AT HOME IN of 14 volumes is given to you as part of 


your study course. 
YO U R SPAR E TI M E For more than half a century, LaSalle 

has been an acknowledged leader in busi- 

ness training, with more than 1,000,000 
Earn an LL.B. degree from LaSalle students. If you are determined to achieve 
higher success in business — if you want 
to see how LaSalle's training can be of 
help to you— then mail the coupon today 
for the free booklet, *Law Training for 
Leadership". LaSalle, 417 So. Dearborn. 
Chicago, Illinois 60605. 
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LASALLE 


EXTENSION UNIVERSITY 
A Correspondence Institution 
417 S. Dearborn, Dept. 34-063, Chicago, 


Please send me, free of cost or obligation, your illustrated 
booklet "Law 


сошму......... 


ing Hours... 


je: LaSalle, Вох 1001, Montreal 3. 
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PLAYBOY 


you continue to def 
nizati 


а subst 


antial decline in your Southern 


Mership. 
T oun "The average Southerner is not as strict 

Alligator ionist as the Northern element 
» goes with you the world to believe. Many 


jes in many Southern citics have 
integrated by the people from 
within these cities, It is the outsider who 
has ereated the problem in the South 
Nobody wants anyone to come into his 
home and tell him how to keep hous 

"The problems in Philadelphia. Missis 
i nt Augustine, Florida, 
been created by outsiders. Flori 
along both coasts have been quictly inte- 
grated without outside influence. It is 
only when outsiders step into the pic 
ture and fight for publicity, not beliefs, 
that the problems arise. In. conclusion. 
è battle cry of the South is not segrega 
tion forever, but Yankee stay home 

Bob Rosof 

ighthouse Point, Florida 

We'd appreciate knowing, Mr. Кокоў 
just what steps were taken in your home 
ard integration before pressure 


everywhere ® 


PLAYBOY—ITALIAN STYLE 
Port pur playboy in Mar- 
cello Mastroi 


ni. “appropr 
before 


e 
Playmate 
the 


wall MEO of 
recent PLAYBOY. The scene 


These are the coats 

that ought to cost more— 
but don’t. There’s luxury 
in the quality, the look, 
the feel of the fine fabrics. 
Alligator offers more 
style, comfort, all-weather GINE 
protection f00, PAD aa a 
No wonder they’re America’s ands with his 
most wanted coats. 


lull in the 
Today and To- 
in teamed with 
my great 


ayboy duri 
in Yesterda 


Sophia Loren, and it is 
pleasure to work with this 
It is abo my pleasure to collaborate with 
PLAYDOY, even indirectly. 
lligat or Viuorio De Sica 
Rome, Italy 


Tet BIST миг аА nuc me cons mo nita 


(Shown above) Alligator Stormwind®— most outstanding value in fine, tightly woven, beautifully fi 
poplin, All weather smartness in the most popular styles and colors, plaid lined—lust $19.95. With 
slightly higher. Other Alligator coats, water repellents and 
waterproofs, $11.95 to $71.75 at better stores everywhere. (Fy 


Tho Mligator Company + St. Louis, New York, Chicago, Los Angeles 


Gootlvear's 
on the go 
py In racing 


Have a glance at Goodyear's score on 
thesports car circuit. During 1963 and 
first half of 1964 Goodyear led the pack 
by winning 34 of the 51 races run. And 
that's just counting big races like the 
U.S. Road Race Championship Races, 
ihe USAC professional sports car 
races, and International FIA. 


Now let's review the season in stock 
car racing. Cars on Blue Streak Stock 
Car Special tires snatched the checker- 
ed flag in 7 out of the 10 top NASCAR 
races during 1963. And Goodyear led off 
'64 with a 1, 2, 3, sweep of the Daytona 
500 mile race; followed up with a big 
win at the Charlotte World “600”. 


One reason for this stack of wins is 
Tufsyn rubber. Goodyear's exclusive 
Tufsyn rubber comes equipped with 
tenacious properties: Tufsyn gives more 
traction... wears longer. Just the thing 
for a racing tire. 


And Tufsyn is just the thing for your 
tires. Every Goodyear auto tire has it. 
See your Goodyear dealer and talk 
about tough tires. Talk 'T'ufsyn. 


1963-1964 (Through June) 
SPORTS CAR EVENTS 


RACING WINS 
GOODYEAR . 
DUNLOP ... 
FIRESTONE . 

TOTAL EVENTS .... 5i 


Racing tires are distributed to Goodyear Dealers and 
Service Stores by: Gofaster Inc., New Rochelle, N.Y., 
Huggins Tire Sales, Thomasville, N.C., Lauderdale Auto 
Marine Service, Inc., Ft. Lauderdale, Fla., RRR Motors 
Inc., Homewood, IlI., Bob Schroeder Race Cars, Dallas, 
Texas, Carroll Shelby Enterprises Inc., Gardena, Calif. 


GOOD/YEAR 


More People Rida On Goodyear Tires Than On Any Other Kind 


Blue Streak, Tufiyn—TM"s The Goody ens Tire & Rubber Co., Akron, Oblos 
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_ 1O PROOF. DISTILLED ком GRAN. CORDONS DRY CIN CO. LTO., LINDEN R.J. 


MADE BY OUR Ех 
U.S. PATENT ts 


PRODUCED AND BOTTLED IN THe USA BY 
THE DISHLLERS СО, LTD. INDEN, K 2 
GORDON'S DRY GIN COMPANY LIMITED 

LINEN, i wait 


Gordon's holds the patent on the 
smoothest, clearest vodka made! 


Every drop of Gordon's Vodka is screened 15 times by an 
exclusive U.S. patented process, using an agent that is 
actually cleaner than the air you breathe. The Gordon's pro- 
cess produces the smoothest, clearest, most mixable vodka 
you can buy. Try it soon in your favorite vodka drink. And 
you'll be pleased with the price for Gordon's quality. 


PLAYBOY PRO AND CON 
A copy of rravnov, the men's enter- 
nment magazine, came into my home 
quite by accident, I assure you. u 
letter prick your deadened conscience as 
a reminder of the sexual perverts on the 
prowl who are apt to be stimul 

cited to crime by the pornog 
and socalled humorous car- 
your magazine! 
will undoubtedly be shrugged off 
k letter, but as a mother I here- 
by register my vigorous protest of such 

ating photographs. Children 
who may be molested, old women who 
may be raped, are indirectly on your 
conscience! What happened to the high 
good humor and wholesome photogra 
phy that gave Americans something to 
be inspired by? 
Mrs. Tyree Wilson 

nt Petersburg, Florida 

High good humor and wholesome 
photography is what we publish, N 
Wilson, Acts of sexual violence are symp- 
tomatic of a society that is sexually sup- 
pressed, nol sexually permissive. 


It is my firm conviction that PLAYROY 

g a valuable function in creat- 

ing а truly human atmosphere among a 

number of young persons in our 

society. Speaking as a clergyman, I olfer 

you both my support and 
Reverend John R. Graham 
The Universalist Church 
Denver, Colorado 


is ser 


You may or may not be aware of the 
popularity your magazine enjoys in this, 
the most civilized country in the world. 1 
congratulate you on your highly profes- 
sional publ n. You cater, of course, 
to the ambitious, all-American, red- 
blooded mate; but this does not prevent 
you from discu ith eminent peo- 
zi the more s t side of 
mankind : 
find, have a most refreshing naiveté. You 
score, also, in the fact that in this coun- 
obody has had the courage to 
ne of such calibcr. 
Vernon A. Robinson 
Prestwich, Lancashire, Engla 


d 


I would like to take this opportunity 
to congratulate you on the success of 
your magazine. I personally look for- 
ward to receiving it each month and feel 
that it makes a vital contribution to the 
American scene. Your perseverance 
the face of many obstacles is admirable 
nd I know that you must be very proud 
nd gratified with the results. If more 
people had your attitude, this would be 
a much better world in which to live. 

L. В. Maytag, Jr., President 

National Airlines 

Miami, Florida. 


What to get him besides 13 pairs of Ji 


The man who already owns 13 pairs of Jiffies may much prefer some of the other items shown 
here. Then again, he may not. At any rate, if his Jiflies. wardrobe is not complete, consider 
these: a. Regency. Soft, leatherlike Doe-ton with contrasting center trim, $3.50 per pair. b. Squire. 
Coton corduroy slip-on, $4.00 €. Commander. Terry-lined cotton rib knit, $350 d. Valiant. 
Brushed Antron nylon with suede finish, $350 е. Beachcomber. Cotton terry scuff, $3.00 
{. Sentry. Cotton and acetate cable knit, $3.50 g. Classic. Supple Doe-lon, $3.00 h. Nordic. 
Wool. Orlon" acrylic fiber and nylon after-ski boot, $4.00 1. Premier. Stretch nylon upper, $3.00 
]. Vagabond. Cotton sweater knit with shawl collar, $4.00 К. Scotsman. Tartan plaid cotton 
corduroy with viny! mudguard, $4.00 1. Delta. Soft top grain feather slip-on with travel case, 
$5.95 m. Aspen. Doe-lon boot with plush Orlon* lining. $5.00. All with Jiflies patented’ deep 
foam vinyl sole. Another fine product of (f Kayser-Roth. 


v.s. 
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Patent No. 2996914 


"OuPont trademark 


Jerry Hillebrand has left college but stayed with University Row 
Manhattan” knows that the button-down way of life lasts beyond college days. That's why we take such 
pains with our University Row shirts and sport shirts. Every collar, every button, every stitch, must be in 
its proper place. Here, Jerry relaxes in a University Row “Shirt " The neatly tapered fit is in the best 
University Row tradition. So are the bold fashion stripes. This shirt, $6.95, — » 
justone of a great line-up. Smart turtleneck pullover worn underneath, $4.00. —7 7t 


PLAYBOY AFTER HOURS 


О" July noninterview with Presi- 
dential noncandidate Marvin Kit 
man elicited a number of letters, none 
more interesting than that of yet anoth- 
er Presidential noncontender, Mrs. Yetta 
Bronstein of the Bronx. A few irate Kit 
man supporters have charged that Mrs. 
Bronstein is trying to cash in on the 
write-infor-Kitman boomlet or to take 
advantage of the Jewish backlash: Both 
candidates hail from New York Univer 
sity, and both point with pride to the 
fact that they're twice as Jewish as Gold- 
water. There the similarity ends, how 
ever, Whereas Kitman is an NYU 
graduate, Mrs. Bronstein admits that 
she, like Senator Goldwater, is no more 
than a college dropout 

“But A students can be bums, while F 
students succeed,” Mrs. Bronstein says in 
her defense, and to prove it she pre- 
senis her “campaigne platform” (that's 
how her handouts spell it), a straight- 
forward and hard-hitting document from 
which we suspect both major parties 
could draw a lesson for the future—from 
its brevity, if not from its spelling. The 
"platform," a manifesto if ever there 
was one, is reproduced in йз entirety 
herewith: 

“(1) Lower voting age to 18; 
Government; (3) "Floridation 
tional Bingo: (5) Sex 
Stronger. Government." 

A platform plank which Mrs. Bron- 
stein has inexplicably overlooked is— 
naturally—"Chicken Soup in Every Pot." 
According to her communiqué, Mrs. 
Bronstein is gathering support from all 
over the nation, and is guaranteed at least 
one write-in vote in Michigan—that of a 
mysterious R.I. of Detroit (perhaps a 
disenchanted follower of Margaret 
Chase Smith) who wrote to Mrs. Bron- 
stein: “I plan to vote for you because 
this country. needs a good housewife, a 
woman leader and а strong mother.” 

Mrs. Bronstein boasts several catchy 
campaign slogans, one with a nondenom- 
inational appeal (“VOTE YETTA BRONSTEIN 


2) Better 
(1) N: 
Education; (6) 


INTO THE WHITE HOUSE") and another 
calculated to capture the ethnic vote 
(LET'S PUT A JEWISH MOTHER IN THE 
WHITE HOUSE"). As Mrs. Bronstein says: 
105 time for the country 10 have a 


mother. If a mother was in the White 
House, who would open a big mouth 


to her? 

Our feeling, however, is 
there's already a surfeit of female in- 
fluence pervading the Presidency. It’s 
a well-known fact, for instance, that 
L. B. J. accepted. the Vice-Presidential 
nomination in 1960 only at Lady Bird's 
urging (read: insistence), and we weren't. 
100 surprised to learn that it was Gover- 
nor Scranton's wife who finally decided. 
that hubby would make a run for the 
O. P. laurels. Candidate Kiuman also 
admits that he's running partially at his 
wife's behest ("She wanted me the hell 
out of the house for the summer"), while 
the origins of Mrs. Bronstein’s candi 
dacy are completely female: She decided 
to run without even consulting her 
husband. One foreseeable drawback to 
Mrs. Bronstein’s campaign might be the 
dable verbal weapon her candidacy 


own that 


for 


could give the opposition. When she 
Pres- 


woman 
1 reply, 


says the country needs 
ident, her opponents wi 
Veil" 


The risks involved in writing а news 
story unfavorable to organized labor were 
brought home to us graphically by thi 
item in The New York Times: "Courts 
have questioned such basic tenets of un- 
ionism as the right to suike. Newspapers 
have been kkk 


ла; 


Atop this month's Recommended 
Reading List, from the latest catalog of 
а Manhattan book 1 
Married. an. Israeli Nympliomaniac. 


mail-order firm; 


Our heartiest congratulations to Lin 
WeiYao of ‘Tsaotun, Formosa, who 
was unanimously elected. р at of 


the local Henpecked Husbands Club 
when he announced that he would have 
to ask his wife's approval before accept- 
ing the job. 


ntentional but commendable 
imitation of Time-style movie re 
views, the film critic of The Philadel- 
phia Inquirer wrote recently about the 
Burtom-O'Toole opus, Becket: “While 
the two characters concerned not 
above taking their sexual pleasure where 
they find it, such matters are only briefly 
tangenital to the plot.” 


In an un 


ас 


Ариу yclept bank official who pleaded 
guilty to embezzlement in Brownsville, 
Texas: Robert Overcash. 


We had just about forgotten we ever 

aw The Ghost of Dragstrip Hollow 
(which, when it ran a few years back, 
was billed the first horror hocrod 
movie") when what to our wondering 
neighborhood theaters should appear 
but The Horror of Party Beach—"the 
first horror monster musical.” Since it's 
their tides, rather than the films them- 
selves, that guarantee them box-office 
success, we oller Hollywood a sure-fire 
smash, to be billed as “the first teenage 
sex Hercules Gidget motorcycling surfing 
Bible hotrod horror monster war mu- 
sical.” To wit: Hercules, Gidget and the 
Surfing High School Sex Kittens Rock 
Around the Clock with the Incredible 
Cycling Leatherneck of the Red Sea 
Dragstrip. 


How to Succeed in Church, Hard Sell 
Division: There's a chapel in rural Que 
bec, we are informed, that calls itself 
“The Christorama." 


In commemoration of the Bard's 
400th birthday, it's gratifying to note 
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that a Soho strip joint has decided to 
bring culture to the masses with its own 
inimitable interpretation of As You Like 
It. Suggested sequel: King Leer. 


The Peace Corps, it would seem, has 
come up with an ultraprogressive new 
scheme for promoting closer internation 
al relations. "The Peace Corps,” read a 
recent story in The Seattle Daily Times, 
“soon will begin a pilot senior-year pro- 
gram, providing sex weeks of summer 
training for 500 to 700 college juniors 
who have applied for the corps." 


From England comes evidence that 
British olficialdom, in the aftermath of 
the Profumo Keeler affair, may be bend- 
ing over backward a bit too far in its 
effort to avoid even the suggestion of 
heterosexual scandal in government 
The London Evening Standard reports 
find ent file cabinets in the 
London County Council Office marked 
MALE and OTHERS. 


As author Bill Iversen points out else- 
where in this issue, the nation’s ladies’ 
magazines, despite their pious preten- 
sions, are hotbeds of sex-oriented. mi- 
terial. But we were stunned to discover 
that sex is now being used to sell 
the shelter m s While Ripping 
through an issue of Belter Homes & 
dens, we came upon an article obviously 
referring to prostitution in the jet a 


lis title: Hooking in a Hurry. 


azi 


sar- 


Our nomination for Best Performance 
of the Year in a Multiple Role goes to 
Cliff Osmond, a six-footsix, 275-pound 
actor who portrayed, according to the 
Los Angeles Times, “а former circus 
clown and Christine Kaufmann" in 
the Tony Curtis comedy Wild and 
Wonderful. 


Hot property advertised on the real 
Rosa, California, 
‘ss Democral; "HUSBAND. IN. GERMANY, 
wile wants fast action, nice and clean, 3 
Шеръ, erus 20x24 rumpus room, 517,500. 
Сай today. LO 4-3895 


Wild Blue Yonder Department: An un- 
expected. benefit of man's conquerin, 
the sound barrier was revealed by The 
National. Observer, which reported the 
complaint of an Oklahoma woman that 

i induced sonic booms in lier area 
prassiere straps to snap. 


Sporting note from a baseball story in 
“The expected starters are 
lale from the Dodgers and 
milo Pascual from the Twins. Drysdale 
worked nine innings Friday night in 
beating the Mets. He would be pitching 


These trousers incorporate the ~ 
biggest change in men's clothing in 
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Well, you can't soy 

we didn't ask for it. 

We designed o trouser zipper 
зо small, so flexible, sa 
dependoble, yau wan't even 
know it's there. 

It's the Tolan Zephyr.” 

And it's made of nylon. 

That means no more metal 
teeth gleaming down your 
trouser frant! 

No more snagging. 

No more jamming. No more 
wrinkles or bulges. 

Just two thin nylon coils, 
dyed through and through to 
match your trousers perfectly. 
In short, o zipper that's 
practically invisible. 

What's mare, Zephyr can't 


30 years. № one will ever notice it. 


accidentally slip 

or slide open. An ingenious 
device called Memory-lock 
keeps it securely closed 
atthe top af your fly. 

Even if you forget to 

press down the pull-tab. 

So it looks like we 

spent all those years 
designing o zipper you won't 
even notice. Except when 


yov're about to buy a suit 
or a poir cf slocks. 

And then only to 

moke sure it's there. 
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A wardrobe must . .. Classic 
Oxford in eleven "IN" colors. 


if you wear 


the | 
authentic 
shirt... 
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your 
language! 


Golden Award 


AE FOUR TO seven DOLLARS. 


GOLDEN AWARD, a Div'n of Wings Shirt Co, Ine, 4 W- 33, М.Ү. 


with his normal rest period of three days 
between tarts. 


Sign seen in the window of what must 
be a swinging soda fountain in Detroit: 
THE MANAGEMENT RESERVES THE RIGHT TO 
EJECT ANYONE WE DEEM PROPER. 


A coed college Phys Ed major writes 
us: "Why isn’t there a Lifesav 
in How to Admi 


Resuscitation Without Becoming Emo- 
tionally Involved?” We prefer to live 
dangerously. 

RECORDINGS 


Bittersweet / Carmen McRae (Focus) offers 
ample evidence of Miss Md 
ancy to the very pinnacle of voca 
Supported by a quartet sparked by 
ist Mundell Lowe, Carmen docs definitive 
interpretations of a baker's dozen bal- 
lads, including flawless renditions of 
When Sunny Gets Blue, Spring Can 
Really Hang You Up the Most and If 
You Could See Me Now. 

Get Ready, Set, Jump!!!/ Junior Monce 
(Capitol) provides an exciting change of 
pace for the pianist who heretofore has 
been heard only in intimate surround- 
ings. Here, a full-blown brass choir, ten 
strong, perfectly balances Mance's cebul- 
Particularly attractive is the 
gations unfolding of Jubilation 
and Gee Baby, Ain't 1 Good to You. 


The sound track of Robin end the 7 
Hoods (Reprise) may seem more than 
faintly derivative to followers of the 
Broadway musical scene, but a good time 
is obviously being had by all the prin 
cipalsx—Frank Sinawa, Bing Crosby, 
Dean Martin and Sammy Davis ране 
the mood is infectious. The Sammy 
Cahn lyrics are rollicking; the Jimmy 
Van Heusen melodies are rhythmical, 
Even nonsinging costar Peter 
caught up in the spirit of the ос 
when, a mobster boss, he leads his 
hoodlums through a witty ditty on 
underworld camaraderie, All for One 
and One Jor All. A pair of Sinatra oller 
ings—My Kind of Town and I Like to 
Lead when I Dance—have already made 
the singles charis, while Dean Martin 
breaks things up with a boozy baritone 
tribute to a sacred American institution 
in Any Man Who Loves His Mother. For 
а capper we suggest Style, an antic ат 
them on the deliciencies of a pal, per 
formed by that gleesome threesome, 
Frank, Dean and Der Bingle. 


Thot Newport Јох (Columbia) serves up 
large helpings of the middle ground of 
jazz, from the post-Dixie sounds of the 
Newport All-Stars highlighted by tenor 
man Bud Freeman and the trumpet of 
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All Stereo albums are also available 
in Guaranteed High Fidelity (Mono) 
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COLUMBIA 


A GAGGLE OF GIANTS 

When you hear the New Christy Minstrels sing their lusty and light-hearted 
ballads about the big-fisted, quick-tempered, rough-and-tumble types who 
people our folklore—brawny Joe Magarac, Paul Bunyan, Casey Jones 

or the valiant Blacksmith of Brandy wine who fought for independence 
—you'll find yourself joining in on the choruses. 


If you've heard the Christys' other albums, such as Tall Tales, Ramblin’ 
and Today, you know what to expect. So think big—buy Land of Giants. 
THE NEW CHRISTY MINSTRELS 

ON COLUMBIA RECORDS ® 

э@ men 

WENN ST WISIS 


LAND OF GIANTS 
Eom 
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the feel of success as 
well as the look 
of success. 


FRENCH SHRINER 


RENCH SHRINER, 
The Inside Story is a Softer Story 


Rugged in looks . . . soft in 
construction! This he-man brogue 
is lined from top to bottom 
and from toe to heel with. 
the softest glove leather 
ever tanned. . . to give you 
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At Fine Stores Everywhere 


e 443 ALBANY ST., BOSTON, MASS. 
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THE NEW 
PAPER: MATE 
* PROFILE TRIO 


Slim 


NOW! PICK THE PEN TOFIT YOUR GRIP! 
In writing, the grip makes the difference! Now 
Paper Mate brings you three different. shaped pens 
—one designed to fit your grip. Husky Grip—a sturdy 
pen with real heft and weight. Regular Grip—the 
popular pen with weight and grip most people want. 
Slim Grip—a slender pen with a trim look and feel. 
Each pen, just $1.95. 


Ruby Braff, to the pre-bop sound of the 
Newport “House” Band which is made 
up, in part, of Clark Terry, Howard Mc 
Ghee, Coleman Hawkins and Zoot Sims. 
wk's 
on These Foolish Things and 
rk Terry's soaring Stardust. 

It Might as Well Be Swing / Frank Sinatra 
end Count Basie (Reprise), charted and 
batoned by Quincy Jones, is diluted by 
the addition of strings, but Frank and 
the Basie band still ge to move 
with freewheeling abandon. Notably 
enjoyable is ara's Ray Charlesian 
treatment of I Can't Siop Loving You, 
with runner-up honors going to The Best 
Is Yet to Come and Hello, Dolly! 

West Coast Vibes / Воу Ayers (United 
Artists) is the vinyl debut of the mallet 


Markedly outstanding is the F 
wor 


ided by the tenor and soprano sax 
efforts of Curtis Amy on half the session, 
Ayers displays a clean, incisive melodic 
line which bodes well for his future. 
Another vibist of growi 
exhibits his wares on Something's Coming!/ 
Gory Burton (Victor). Burton—fronting 
exceptional quartet made up of guit 
Jim Hall, drummer Larry Bunker ( fine 
vibes man in his own right) and Chuck 
Israels on. bass—weaves intricate yet cx- 
plicit figures around jazz standards On 
Green Dolphin Street and Little Girl 
Blue, Gevshwin's Summertime and four 
original items. 


American audiences are given a laud- 
able showcase for the extraordinary 
Spanish pianist Alicia de Larrocha in her 
performance of her countryman. Isaac 
Albéniz Suite Espenole, Pevene Capricho, 
Contos de Espone (Columbia). The 19th 
Century composer's works are suffused 
with the bravura and the melancholy of 
his native land, and the gifted pi 
provides the ideal means for their 
expression. 


Semmy Davis Jr. Sings the Works of Mol 
Tormé (Reprise) presents the best and the 
worst of tuncsmith Tormé. Side one is 
icd with his California Suite, a 


Golden State. Davis struggles heroically 
to inject some life into the piece, but un- 
ely the Suite is far too saccharin 
1 ents. Side two, however, 
is a joy. Hiply handled by Sammy are 
Welcome to the Club, Willow Road, 
Born to Be Bluc and The Christmas 
Song—all are top Tormé. 


Harry Jemes/Twenty-Hifth Anniversary Album 
(MGM) leads off with Ciribiribin and 
You Made Me Love You, and you're al- 
most convinced that nothing’s happened 
in a quarter century, but James gocs on 
from there with a collection of modern 
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5. Invisible pocket. 


PETERS SPORTSWEAR 
BRINGS BACK THE BIG 
AND BURLY LOOK. 


1. Note the ingerious way the 
hood zips on—around the col- 
lar, instead of awkwardly over 
or under it. 

2. Here you see one of the big- 
gest plaids known to man, fresh 
from the Homestead Woolen 
Mills. An extraordinary пш 
ber of different shades went i 
to the weaving. Hence the soft, 
glowing effect of the brushed 
wool. Price is about $25. 

3. Cuffs are snugly knitted to 
keep warmth in and winds out. 


4. The fabric itself is a rugged 
natural wool, woven in Ameri- 
ca. Designed to brave storm 
after storm and still come up 


jiling. 

5. Pockets are so cleverly con- 
cealed, only the zipper pull 
shows. 

6. The big and burly look is 
flattering to skiers and non- 
skiers alik 
7. This invincible coat comes 
in a flock of other plaids. To 
find out where you can buy it, 
write: Dept. 17, American 
Wool Council, 570 Seventh 
Avenue, New York, N. Y. 


2. Soft and subtle colors. 


^ 


6. What to do when not skiing. 


WOOL 


7. Well-dressed 
wool-dressed. 


CROSSWOOL PUZZLE 
ACROSS 


2. All and a yard wide. 
16. Wild and -y west. 
DOWN 


1, Don't pull the 
2. Well-dressed 


over my eyes. 
-dressed. 


ugue 09 Let your armchair be your gift 
counter this year. Sit back, relax and with a pass of your 
pen lighten your Christmas list by selecting the one 
gift that is perfect for every man—PLAYBOY. 


ITS ENTERTAINMENT-PACKED. °°) 
12 full months, the fortunate men on your 
list will be treated to a gift filled with... 
new novels by authors at the top of their 
craft, like Ian Fleming, Terry Southern, P. 
С. Wodchouse...a potpourri of hilarious car- 
toonery by Jules Feiffer, Shel Silverstein and 
all the PLAYBOY regulars...the best in 
hard-hitting fiction by Herbert Gold, Robert 
Ruark, Budd Schulberg, Alberto Moravia, 
Lawrence Durrell and Vance Bourjaily to 
name only a few...penetrating articles and 
provocative interviews...the latest from culinary and 
fashion fronts and the world’s captivating playgrounds. 


ITS BEAUTIES ARE RENOWNED, ^ => 
alone introduces your friends to the most beautiful 
girls in the world, including 12 delightful new Play- 
mates each year. One of the most popular in 
PLAYBOY’s history, Donna Michelle, the 1964 Play- 


PLAYBOY 232 East Ohio Street, Chicago, Illinois 60611 | my name. 


mate of the Year, arrives just before Christmas to 
announce your gift. The handsome and original 
PLAYBOY greeting card shown here will be signed 
exactly as you direct. 


IT’S A BIG GIFT AT A BIG SAVING. 
Only during the Christmas gift season are 
PLAYBOY’s special rates in effect: $8 for 
the first one-year gift, $6 for each additional 
one-year gift, a $4 saving over the $10 news- 
stand price. The first gift can be your own. 
The more you give, the more you save. 


IT’S A PLEASURE TO RECEIVE. |. 
of the many good things you'll be sending 
is the brilliant, bountiful, double-size Janu- 
ary Holiday Issue (selling for $1.25 on the 
newsstand). And cach month your friends will continue 
to be reminded of your good wishes for the rest of the 
year. The festive December Christmas Issue (also $1.25) 
caps off this best of all possible gifts. 


IT'S A MERRY CHRISTMAS FOR ALL =€ > 
can make it that way. Simply fill in the attached post- 
age-free envelope. You send the list, we send the gifts. 


(please print) 
Send to: address. 
VAY (please print) city. state. Zip code. 
address. 
signature 
= s seg C] ENTER OR С) RENEW my own subscription. 
gilt card from. (Renewals begin when present subscription expires.) 
CJ All gifts are new subscriptions. 
FIRST ONE-YEAR GIFT $8 pare (please print) | [] Some gifts are renewals. 
CE Total number of subscriptions 
SECOND ONE-YEAR GIFT $6 ci. state. zip code $ enclosed. D Bill me later, 


gift card from. 


Enter additional subscriptions on separate sheet of paper, 
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EVERY ALBUM IS A LOVE AFFAIR 


Jerry Vale sings in many languages, but his specialty is the language of 
love. His latest Columbia hit album is aptly titled Be My Love. Jerry sings 
"Because of You," “Mona Lisa,” 
“All the Way” and eight more romantic favorites. 

And you can enjoy the magic of Jerry in all of his exciting Columbia re- 


“Love Is a Many-Splendored Thing, 


cordings. Every album is a love affair. 


Till the 
f. 


Themes 


Arranged und 
Conducted vy 
Genet Omer 


JERRY VALE ON COLUMBIA RECORDS = 
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charts, including those by Neal Hefti, 
Jimmy Mundy and Ernie Wilkins which 
show that time, as kept by Harry, has in 
deed marched on. On hand are Lush 
Life, Manha de Carnaval, Shiny Stock- 
gs and Satin Doll, demonstratin 
the longtime wumpeter is still 
much with it. 


A fresh piano voice is to be hear 
Denny Zeitlin / Cathexis (Columbia). 
who has just received his M.D., ope 
out of his own bag as he incisively limns 
a handful of originals, two jazz stalwarts, 
"Round Midnight and Nica's Tempo, 
plus the haunting standard Soon 
Backed by rhythm borrowed from the 


Paul Winter Sextet, Denny makes his 
first LP star billing a noteworthy 
occasion. 


The Word from Mose (Atlantic) has Mose 
Allison singing at his most exuberant 
sic best. A graduate student of the 
"roots" school, Mose, accompanied by 
his own piano, Ben Tucker's bass and 
drummer Ron Lundberg, runs through 
seven of his creations and such items as 
Your Red Wagon and Muddy Waters 
Rollin’ Stone. In toto, a delightful prim- 
er of the primitive. 


An amalgam of the highest order, 
Soulmates / Ben Webster and Joe Zawinul 
(Riverside) is solid gold [rom start to 
finish. Both pianist Zawinul and tenor 
titan Webster are fastidious craftsmen 
and lyrically inventive improvise 
interplay is a joy to the car. Four of the 
numbers profit additionally from the 
tasteful trumpetwork of Thad Jones. 


Septet / The New Sound of Art Van Damme 
(Columbia) intros a Damme good group 
of an entirely different tonal color Irom 
that which we have come to know in the 
past. The presence of a brace of Flügel 
horns, a trombone and a baritone sax 
supplies a rich, deep timbre that ad. 
mirably offsets the musical embroidery 
of Van Damme's accordion. 


Bobby Darin Winners (Atco) is not quite 
that in our estimation. Milord and Gold- 
en Earrings are losers, due in no small 
part to the decidedly cornball arrange 
ments. These two were recorded outside 
d 
ented Bobby Scott. It 
is here that Darin comes into his own, 
lending a lot more truth to the LP title. 
Especially effective are Anything Goes 
and Ellington's classic Do Nothin’ till 
You Hear from Me. 


on which was ar 


Chet Boker/The Most Importent Jozz Al- 
bum of 1964/65 (Colpix), Baker's first 
LP since returning to this country, is a 
disappointment. The fault lies not with 
Chet, whose playing (on Fligelhorn) 


There's a difference in the dark. 


Black-tie doesn't have to mean “uniform. After Six has designed formal separates to make it easy For you to stand 
apart from the crowd. 

Just choose an After Six black dinner jacket in the fabric and cut you prefer. Then combine it with a pair of black formal 
trousers. The effect is striking and very original. For instance, be dashing in black silk...suave in black moire... 
subtle in black jacquard. ..bold in black medallion brocade. 

Now, all you need to go with your new after dark distinction is a twinkle in your eye and a woman on your arm. 
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NEW TASTE ENJOYMENT 
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and singing are rcf g reminders of 
what we've been missing on these shores, 
but with the men who surround him. It 
is an uninspired group which has 
seemed to gain nothing from the pres- 
ence of Baker. What should have been a 
warm welcome home for Chet has 


turned into a sad жаттай iave-been. 
BOOKS 
The first happy obligation in review- 


ing My Autobiography (Simon & Schu- 
ster, 56.95) by Charles Chaplin is to be 
grateful for it. We're lucky that the su- 
preme genius of films has written his life 
story, has told so much about his work, 


his loves and marriages, friendships and 
aversions. Born in a poor section of Lon 
don in 1889, he was the son of music-hall 


performers who separated when he was a 
baby. His youth was a life of poverty out 
of the grimmest pages of Dickens. He 
became а child actor at 12, advanced 
steadily, and in his early 20s made Amer- 


ing of the act by Mack Sennett in New 
York led to his first film contract i 
1913. By 1916 he was given J 
bonus to 
lin's narrative of early 
its carefree, im: 
totally fascinating. (The ‘Tramp, for ex 
ample, was hurriedly devised in one day 
because Sennett needed some ga a 
movie he was shooting.) Equally striking 
are his portraits of Mary Pickford. Doug- 
las Fairbanks, W. R. Hearst. Valentino, 
id many others: his too-brief occasional 


Hollywood and 
ative film making is 


reflections on comedy and film tech- 
nique d his accounts of how he 
chose his subjects, He is fairly frank 


about his principal love allairs and three 
of his marriages. His second marriage, 
to the mother of his two grown sons, is 
dismissed in a few lines. As might be ex- 
pected, he gives his own (perfectly cred 
Barry paternity 


ble) versions of the Је 

it and of his wartime speeches that led 
ment by the Ameri 
and other groups, and eventually to can 
ion of his reentry permit into the 
U.S. What are missing are the ends of 
some of the stories of people's lives, fuller 
details about the making of his major 
films, better developed thoughts on his 
methods as actor and director. Wha 
might have been spared are his econom. 
ic and political opinions, as delivered to 
world leaders such as Churchill and Gan- 
dhi, and the occasional labored lite 
flourishes. Still. this is Charles Chaplin's 
tobiography. and it will be read a 
long as the. Tramp is loved. 


The Defense (Putnam, 55), a novel 
probing the delicate mind and flabby 
heart of a chess genius, was one of Vladi- 
mir Nabokov's earliest (1930) fictional 
feats. Newly translated from the Russi 
by Michael Scammell and Nabokov him- 


self, it confirms the suspicion of his fol- 
lowers that this masterly verbal strategist 
could, if he chose, construct an сп 
ing story out of the life and times of an 
rtichoke still on the stem. Nabokov has 
the power of endowing an apparent 
drab situation with the glow of literary 
(not literal) truth. As in all of Nabokov з 
work, there are stories behind the story 
behind the story, piled in a rich fictional 
concoction. One of the thickest and most 
satisfying layers of this tale is the theme 
of the artist oppressed and at the same 
time nourished by his art, in such a way 
that when psychiatrists and friends suc 
ceed in their good intentions of reliev 
ing him of his burden, they also strip 
him of his only source of sustenance. Na- 
bokov can make everything [rom chess 
to sex a subject of hilarity, and is in high 
form here describing the awkward love 
attempts of his hero and heroine: "He 
seized her by the elbow and kissed some- 

i nd cold (her wrist watch). 
Or. when the newly married wile i 
ing her long, wedding-night bath 
denly she realized she was dawdling on 
purpose, and a shiver went through her 
breast. as when you are leafing through 
zine, knowing that in 
second, in just а second, the door will 
open and the dentist will appear on the 
threshold." In Nabokov's pases, the only 


thing опе сап expect to appear is the 
unexpected. 
Ernest Dichter’s new opus, Handbook 


of Consumer Motivations (McGraw-Hill, 
S10), is directed at “the commu 
expert” and. purports to give the "sym 
bolic meaning" of practically everything 
from cars to carpets 10 con i 

Like mos of motivational 
Dichter's work, this book contains a nice 
balance of common sense and nonsense. 
His description of the different cha 
teristics of bourbon drinkers and Scotch 
drinkers, for example, is readily verified. 
The bourbon man, says Dichter, thinks 
the Scorch man is a statusseeking show- 
off. The Scotch man doesn't think about 
the bourbon man at all. But 
who have followed the good doctor 
reer can attest, he is emba 
prone to sentences like "Some foods arc 
bisexual, among them roast chicken and 
oranges." This Handbook, portentously 
subtitled “The Psychology of the World 
of Objects." will doubtless find its way to 
the reference shelf of the compleat ad 
y pick it up 


ations 


those 


man, A wider audience m 


for chuckles. 


Saul Bellow's Herzog (Viking, $5) is 
Dostoievskian plea for human lopsid- 
edness and for the simple illogic of liv- 
ing. The plea is strong, though the plot 
is wi n out of my mind," 
thinks Moses Herzog, a middle-aged i 
tellectual who suffers from an excess of 
melancholy wit, "it's all right with me. 


am 


. JJ. Foyt won this year’s Indianapolis 500 


-.. these tires went all the way 


(and there's still enough rubber left to win at least the next three! ) 


Projected mileage 
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1 * 


00. He made tire 


es. 
ге change at all! 


ul photo above. These are the 
ar minutes after his record- 
е tires (the tires that 


three more 500-mi! 
go another 9.600 m 


Tere’s proof of the superior safety of Firestone’s exclusive 


cage of Sup-R-T'uf, 
г. Both are featured in every 
huilds. 


proved safety ane 


proved 


at your Septt-Tul—Firestine Т.М. 
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And later, with a touch of smugness: 
“My balance comes from instability. Not 
mind, or courage, as with other people 
Alone, he sits in his big old house in the 
Berkshires and compulsively dashes off 
leuters—which he never mails—to “news 
papers, to people in public life, 10 friends 
and relatives and at last to the dead 

He is in a kind of mental frenzy as he 
contemplates the ruins of his life: two 
wrecked marriages, no money, and the 
apparent drying up of his scholarly tal 
ents. “The story of my life," he thinks 
with endearing irony, “how I rose from 
humble origins to complete disaster." 
Herzog has been, above all else, a victim 
—brutally conned by his beautiful sec 
ond wife and brilliantly cuckolded by 
his best friend, Valentine Gersbach 
(Gersbach is a television personality who 
presides over odd panel discussions 
that feature Paul Tillich, Malcolm X 
and Hedda Hopper оп one program.) 
And now it seems Herzog is in mortal 
danger of falling prey to Ramona, an 
exotic lady florist who offers him spec 
tacular aid and comfort between the 
sheets. "I didn’t know that I could make 
out with a true sack artist," he says to 
self gratefully. Ramona wants mar 
ad Herzog, in his painful need 
for solace, is tempted to capitulate. Ulti 
mately, though, he is less interested. in 
solace than in answers to philosophical 
questions. “What this country needs,” he 
jots down on one occasion, “is a good 
five-cent synthesis.” He is a gentle brood 


The only thing that’s more M 
fun than taking slides of truth. That, indeed, is his madness 


and also, as it turns out, his salvation. 


with the Instamatic Camera Moses Herzog is another major creation 


of a major American writer. 


is showing them with Shel Silverstein, our explorer of world- 


wide mores, is also a formidably individ- 


the Airequipt Sprite. ualistic writer of books for children 


and unblocked adu As PLAYBOY regu- 
lars can testify, Uncle Shelby's Zoo (Sim 


Shoot just one roll of color slides... slides four ways: (1) one at a time E shii paperback, $1.25) 
show them on the Sprite...and (2) with Airequipt Metol Magozines is a bestiary for those who are able 
you'll see what we mean. It’s the —the one magazine that protects to delight in the senses, including the 
one easy-to-use, reosonably priced slides in individual metal frames (3) sei of fear and absurdity. (Sec 


rrAYsOY, December 1960. February 1962 
Мау 1963.) It is the vintage scarifying 


projector with features important with Vari-Mount Plastic Magazines, 
to good viewing: sharp, brilliant (4) with the new Airequipt Circular SOR ART IRAE TIKES RP ЖЫ] 
optics, pre-heating of slides, low ор- Magazine that holds 100 slides. If SX REE who "Mine all 
erating sound, compact lightweight you've got the camera, complete ordinary food and rather enjoys girls 
design. Like all quality Airequipt your color picture—get the Airequipt and boys" and the young Gross Bot 
magazine projectors, it lets you view Sprite projector. tomed Grood who “goos with delight, / 
When sometime at night./He can swal- 
low his daddy and mummy, /Heigh-ho,/ 
A filial love fills his tamm Iverstein’s 
Лапа of fantasy is not without its dangers 
ide himself. An ominous meet 
adee (who has an eye 
not be denied) ends: “No you 
! won't catch me, old Slithergadee, / You 
AIREQUIPT may catch all the others, but you 

wo” Some of the time, however, 
SPRITE Unde Shelby is canny enough to delegate 

danger. When we are introduced to the 


How to re TET with girls giving you Dd once-over from head to toe and love it! 


Wear Hush Puppies” hats and shoes. After a short while you'd hardly live without them, or the looks they drew. Made 
of soft, Breathin’ Brushed Pigskin®. Hush Puppies shoes and hats resist water and stains, they're lightweight, clean 
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SWINGIN’ SWEATER... ‘AWARD! wins top honors for cable 
panels and knit detailing in a blend of Wool and 

Mohair at the all-time fashion festival $18.95 

At Wanamaker's, Philadelphia « 

May D&F, Denver • May Co., 


So. Calif. • Saks 34th, New York > 
Maas Bros., Tampa 
Catalina 
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NATURAL SHOULDER TROUSERS® 


WALY WHIPCORDS 


Hardy as a tomeat—nothing beats our whip- 
cords for rugged good looks! Take them to 
town, take them to the country ^ 
— our new colors mix well with 

odd jackets and sweaters. Cut 

in the Corbin manner for cal- 

culated comfort. Pleatless 

fronts. Write for the select 

store nearest you: Corbin Ltd., 
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mpleguich, with his fangs and one 
yellow eye, Unde Shelby urges. “Go 
over and play with the Gumplegutch, 
Tommy,/There’s nothing at all to fear. 
lH wait for you her Likc all good 
children's books. Uncle Shelby's Zoo is 
mainly for adults 


In his latest slice of upper«rust Eng 
lish life, Corridors of Power (Scribner's. 
55.95), C. P. Snow dwells lovingly on the 
genteel backbiting of the inner circles of 
Britain's ruling Conservative Party dur 
ing the 1950s. The book is fasci 
not only for the picture of an aristocrat 
ic Establishment in the twilight of its 
glory, but for the period charm of the 
authors prose. Who but Sir Charles 
could get away with phrases like “tene 
brous gloom”? The story concerns Roger 
Quaife, an able but not quite top-drawer 
politi who seeks power not solely 
from ambition, but because he wishes to 
iject a note of sanity into Britain's 
arms policy. He achieves Cabinet rank, 
but is eventually forced to resign be- 
cause common sense about nuclear weap- 
ons is no more welcome in Whitehall 
than in Washington. Himself a member 
of the Establishment and formerly a 
distinguished civil servant, Sir Charles 
picks his way with easy assurance 
through the maze of ceremony. protocol 
and ritualized mayhem that distinguish 
es British politics. But as his admirers 
understand, its the atmosphere that 
counts—the affectionate evocation of an 
urbane way of lile based on a sublime 


sel£assurance known only 10 those who 
steadfastly ignore reality. Such action as 
there is takes place at dinner parties 
given by political hostesses, luncheon 
parties at exclusive clubs and weekend 
parties at stately country homes. The 
pace is, as always, leisurely; the charac 
te Iways, slightly fuzzy. Sir Charles 
has given us another of his civilized Snow 
jobs. 


edman’s book 


Reviewing Bruce Jay Fri 
of short stories, Far from the City of 
Class, im these pages exactly one year 
ago, we concluded: “The mother is the 
richest character in the collection and 
one can sense that she must, someday. 
form the core of a Bruce Jay Friedman 
novel.” Such are our powers of prognos 
tication that the lady is back already. A 
Mother's Kisses (Simon & Schuster, 54.95). 
Friedm 
novel, is all hers—and, as it turns out 
that’s the main trouble with it. Painted 
in rish strokes like a Lautrec whore, 
this eccentric example of the Jewish 
all-smothering mother fascinates at first. 
But after а hundred pages, one tires of 
her endless 
periority, her constant bullying—even 
when she's at her funniest, as to a 
waiter at а lunch. counter: "T want you 
to cross your heart and swear to Christ 
that my son's patties aren't greasy." Ev- 


s second, eminently readable 


casn 


, her rapacious su- 


EENDE AIEE: 
107, SCOTCH 


жтт эри 


Sbeis" 
jn. 


— ONE FULL 


- The others are not J&B RARE scotch whisky : 


PENNIES MORE IN COST + WORLDS APART IN QUALITY 


"WORLD'S FINEST" 86 PROOF BLENDED SCOTCH WHISKY * THE PAODINGTON CORPORATION, NEW YORK 20 


43 


PLAYBOY 


44 


exhilarating elegance FOR MEN 


JADE EAST 


Cologne, 6 oz., $4.50; 
Buddha Soap Gift Set, $4.00: 


ter Shave, 6 oz, $3.50; 


d 
"Spray Cologne, 3350; 
Peete ste s178- 


YEAR AROUND 
CORDUROY SPORT COAT 


Expressions of the avant male. Rugged and 
ready wide wale corduroy . . . with the touch 
of suave. sophisticated suede. See it the 
town and country styling, the suede elbow 
patches, pocket flaps and yoke piping 
the free and easy action of the 
sleeves. Wear it for fun .. . wear it with ease. 
Colors are — Camel, Ivy Green, Antelope 
Brown. Kangaroo Тап... about $24.95. 


Same colors are also available 
in Midwale Corduroy . . . about $22.95. 


Write for nearest store. 


CRESCO 


SPORTSWEAR - ASHLAND, OHIO 
slightly higher in West 


erything is for the son, While he waits 
for ап acceptance to college, momma 
puts him in а summer camp as а waiter 
and then has to rescue him, When he is 
turned down by all his colleges, she gets 
him imo Kansas Land Grant Agricultur 
al—and then actually accompanies him 
cross-country. PLaynoy veteran Friedman 
has a sure style, a remarkable sense of 
the grotesque and a humor that is all 
own. He treads a tricky line between 
reality and fantasy, which is fine except 
that of his two main characters here, the 
mother becomes a nuisance while the 
son never becomes much of anything 
The title character of his fine first novel, 
Stern (Playboy After Hows, November 


1962), a schnook you could care 
about. Still, even with its shortcomings. 


this new book confirms Friedman's place 
among the few truly original writers of 
his generation. 

Letters from Bohemia (Doubleday, $4.50) 
is the late Ben Hecht's warm tribute to 
seven dead friends: H. L. Mencken, Sher 
wood Anderson, Gene Fowler, Charles 
MacArthur, Maxwell Bodenheim (which 
you read in last month's PLAYBOY), artist 
George Grosz and composer George An 
theil. The book is billed as а collection of 
leuers these notables wrote to Hecht 
over their years of friendship, but B 
steals the show with his loving remi 
niscenees—informal port 
his late, lamented buddies. "My fric 
ships with the men in these pages w 
a full half of my life," he m 
loving woman who dies or turns h 
usually ates a man's heart to love 
This is not true about 
a vanished male friend. His death docs 
not lib Like a true 
friend, overestimates 
the works of his seven subjects. He puts 
Fowler on a par with Twain and claims 
that Mencken has no peer. But it doesn't 
. “There's a thing that keeps sw 
prising you about stormy old friends 
after they die,” he remarks, "—theit s 
lence.” His posthumous book is a touch- 
ing attempt to push back the silence. 


rns. 


MOVIES 


Girl with Green Eyes is усі another 
aph (rom the British ou 
nent Woodfall group, headed by 
Tony Richardson, who this time serves 
as executive producer. While directing 4 
Taste of Honey, with Rita Tush 
Richardson decided (a) he wanted an- 
other vehicle for the gifted young ac- 
tress and (b) Desmond i 
operator, should somed 
to direct. A great hunch—for Da 
his first effort, has moved himself right 
into the front rank of British directors. 
Seuing the film in Dublin and its envi 


SHOULD A GENTLEMAN OFFER A TIPARILLO TO A LADY? 


It's the year, not of the wine or roses, but the year 
of the Tiparillos. 


175 the time for mildness and for smooth satisfaction. 


For flavor without inhaling. But where else can a lady 
turn to, if not to Tiparillos? 
And so a gentleman wonders, when Tiparillo is so neat 


and trim, so smartly slim, when Tiparillo's pearly tip 
is the mouthpiece to mildness—should he or should he 
nat make the gentlemanly offer? 

What says Lee Remick? Will she be featured in the 
anatomy of another murder—if he doesn't make up his 
mind pretty darn quick? 
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rons, staying away from the studio, Davis 
gives us a rich, bubbling Irish stew 
about а lowly grocery-store clerk in Dub 
lin who reads the works of F. Scot 
Fitzgerald on the side, and finds herself 
drawn into an affair with a much older, 
married writer. As the girl, Rita Tushing- 
ham uses those г rkable round. eyes 
of hers to express joy. wonder, pain and 
infinite variations thereof. Peter Finch 
crowds her for acting honors as the older 
chap whose resources of feeling are too 


depleted to cope with the exuberance of 
her emotions. Lynn Redgrave (Michael's 
d. 


hier) is fine as a talkative roomie, 
d Arthur O'Sullivan conuibutes a rare 
is а hard-drinking and overprotec- 
tive Lather. 


Cartouche is а gagged-up French swash- 
buckler in which Jean-Paul Belmondo 
thrusts off two swordsmen with his flash 
rapier while calling out nonchalant. 
ly to а confederate, "Watch out behind 
you!” A phony monk asks if he can join 
Belmondo's gang of bandi 
“1 kicked the habi 
Claudia Cardinale, ıl їшї gypsy 
mistress named Venus, sighs to Belmon. 
do. “I love you,” he replies, "Naturally." 
It's in this spirit chat Philippe de Broci, 
the talented young 
farce, spiritedly prope tonguein. 
cheek account of France's legendary 18th 
Century brigand, Cartouche, who seems 
to have had an elementary form of social 
consciousness, He robbed the rich to re 
ward his cohorts and keep them from 
killing 100 many noblemen, his prin 
source of income. When, to esc 
clutches of Malichot (Marcel Dalio), sa 
distic leader of a gang of Paris thieves 
Cartouche joins the army. De Broci uses 
the occasion for a masterful take-off on 
war that Voltaire might have appre 
ciated. Cunning escapes, wild rides, der 

gdo are made even more picturesque 
a stunning use of color. So hand 


pe the 


by 
somely mounted is this rousing film th 


it can be taken stra almost 


ight—well, 


Give director Fred Zinnemann all due 
credit lor his courage in tackling so off 
beat a film as Behold a Pale Horse, about 
а former Spanish guerrilla leader who 
20 years alter the Civil War, in exile on 
the French side of the Pyrences, still car 
ries on a lonely battle 
police. The obsessed fighter is pl 
Gregory Peck, grown dour and weary 
when we meer him, yet ready for one 
last challenge of his manhood. А smug 
gler friend who is а secret emissary of his 
sworn a Spanish police captain 
this mother lies dying 
a Franco hospital. It's а lie: the mother 
ready dead, her last request made to 
young priest that he tell her son not 10 
come. Much brooding by Peck as he de 
bates whether to believe the smuggler or 
the priest. At last he decides to face his 


.. for 
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personal moment of truth, and heads 
over the border to deliberately spring 
the wap. Anthony Quinn handles well 
his relatively small role as the police cap- 
tain; Omar Sharif is very good as the 
priest: Peck is a little too much like Peck 
to be a guerrilla fighter. Zinnemann’s 
direction is underkeyed, even austere, 
but he is unable to overcome cither the 
many sagging moments of the script. 
ich builds symbols instead. of. people. 
or the final burst of melodrama. 


No movie made by Frangois Truffaut, 
the young French director who gave 
nuine class to the Nouvelle Vague, can 
be wholly bad. But his latest, The Soft 
Skin, is considerably vague-er than Shoot 
the Piano Player, Jules and Jim, et al. 
He has taken what he himself terms “a 
banal story,” involving a middle-aged 
French professor's fling at adultery with 
an airline stewardess, and created it as 
though adultery among the French (or 
anyone else) were а rare and astounding 
phenomenon. ‘Truffaut doggedly exam- 
incs all three sides of the isosceles, and 
manages to generate some pain and 


poignancy, but ay as he will, he can't 
boil this pot into tr lity 
turns to bathos wh. the 


wife hardheartedly stalk her errant 
spouse with a shotgun. Jean Desailly as 
the professor is sadly intelligent, and 
Françoise Dorleac is the kind of steward 
ess who makes flying worth while. 


Stefania Sandrelli was the girl who so 
sorely tempted Marcello Mastioianni in 
Divorce—Ialian Style to rid himself of 
his ardent but mustichioed wife. Miss 
Sandrelli is back n, in Seduced and 
Abandoned, handled by the same dirce 
tor, Pietro Germi, and it is Signor Ger- 
mi's theme that only in Sicily could such 
а sweetmeat be abandoned after being 
seduced. The plot revolves about some 
peculiar Sicilian folkways, one of which 
is that a Sicilian does not marry a girl 
who has been dishonored, even if he 1 
done the dishonoring, and another of 
which specifies that the girl's father 
sist on his marrying her. This expert 
movie begins with a bang, and de- 
velops almost endless yet diverting 
complications. As Agnese, t с 
daughter of a proud father, Stefania un 
warily responds to the sudden mad pas 
sion of a young man, who is engaged to 
her homely elder sister. She compounds 
her Sicilian felony by penning a missive 
to him which falls into her momm: 
hands. Family honor must be preserved 
by either (1) an immediate marriage or 
(2) the shooting dead of the offending 
Mare, but Agnese sensibly sees no point 
to having a dead swain. The acting is 
first-rate, and Germi directs the fuss with 
an ironic gleam in his camera eye and a 
keen appreciation for the behavior of 
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the local Sicilian types. Saro Urzi mag 
nificently plays the father seeking solu- 
tions to his daughters dilemma. Too 
bad no one thought of letting her emi 
grate to America. 


Skip The Visit, another of those 20th 
Century-Fox international goulashes 
Having acquired the coruscating Fried 
rich Dürrenmatt play, Darryl F. Zanuck 
proceeded to mess it up, but good 
Tn the play. a hugely rich old harri¢ 
returns to her home town with offe 
largess on condition the town condemn 
to death the former lover who scduced 
and betrayed her. Bad enough that the 
film version temporizes with the endi 
and substitutes bad dialog for good, but 
worse is the style in which director 
Bernhard Wicki couches the richly sym. 
bolic play—a flat imitation of Italian 
neorealism, no less. Most criminal of all 
is the casting: handsome Ingrid Berg 
man as the vengeful old lady; tough, 
virile Anthony Quinn as the cringing 
former lover. Miss Bergman manages to 
rescue а few of her scenes, but Qui 
seems nonplused by his unseemly role 
and looks anxious to move on to his 
next assignment. 


n 


Those who argue that the art of movic- 
making hasn't advanced in the past 30 
years will find support for their thesis in 
filmdom's latest Hing at Of Humen Bond- 
age. Kim Novak plays Mildred, the 
bitchy British waitress, and although she 
is sexier than Bette Davis was in the 
Kim has her limits when it comes to 
ing. As sensitive clubfoored Philip Са 
Laurence Harvey is not quite as corul 
as Leslie Howard, but he docs forget to 
alter his expression of pained gloom 
Maybe our mores have changed more 
than is good for Maugham's classic nox 
cl, but Mildred strikes us now as a girl 
of healthy sexual appetites who is a little 
put off by Philip's puritanical worship. 
Strangely for this day and age, all the 
potentially interesting psychological nu 
ances of the Philip-Mildred relationship 
remain unexplored, and we are left with 
а sermon on the perils of promiscuity in 
Edwardian London. 


The weirdie world of Tennessee V 
liams gets its umptcenth film exploration 
in the much-publicized The Night of the 
Iguana, directed by John Huston. The 
movie starts off as though its about to 
justify all the prerelease hoopla, but 
doesn't entirely make it. Fascinating to 
watch are Richard Burton as the seedy 


Reverend T. Lawrence Shanon, Sue 
Lyon as an antsy-pantsy teenager, Deb- 
orah Kerr as a fresh-eyed, but slight! 


lewed lady of bohemian proclivities, 
Ava Gardner as the sexy stewardess of a 
hacienda hotel. Opening scene has Bu 

ton foaming incoherently at his con- 
gregation after he has been discovered 
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Just when you think 
youre being smooth, 
she tells you your 
pants are baggy. 


Just like a woman. 
But don't blame the guy who made your slacks. 
Blame yourself. 
Didn't you know about Spencer "Hold-A-Crease" slacks and 
their amazing permanent press—the revolutionary 
new Sulfone process that sets that smooth 
Spencer press for good? 
It never needs ironing! 
Spencer slacks are made with cotton and Fortrel polyester, 
the remarkable fiber from Celanese. 
Fortrel helps them stay crisp and freshly-pressed. 
Always in shape. 
Styled along natural Ivy lines. About $7 
You might call the sharp, straight crease in Spencer slacks 
a social breakthrough. 
After all, it's quite a line to hand any woman. 


These slacks have been 
washed 10 times and 
never ironed. 
Reassuring, isn't it2 


spencer LU 


TAILORED BY CASUAL SPORTSWEAR CO., INC. 
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we Spencer Permanently Presse¢ Slacks in stock write to: Spencer, 350 Filth Avenue, N.Y., N.Y. We'll send you the names of the stores nearest you. 
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APPEAL 
ASHER with DACRON* 


Some men will gladly give their shirts for 
Slacks Appeal by Asher. See Asher's superb 
collection of slacks designed for the 
Tapered Man. In “Dacron” polyester 
blends that shake wrinkles and keep 


their fit. *DuPont's registered trademark 
For а copy of How to Build a Wardrobe on Asher 
Slacks.” write Asher, Dept. P10, Fitchburg, Mass. 


upending a virgin in the vestry. Next, 
he is а bleary-cyed bustour guide in 
Mexico, shepherding a party of vacation- 
ing Mexican ladies and the nympheto- 


maniac Miss Lyon. Final stop, Miss 
Gardner's hacienda. Her husband has 
died, and she thinks maybe the hand- 


some reverend would be a good man to 
have around, meanwhile comforting her- 
self with two bare-chested Mexican boys 
who swim with her by moonlight and 
rattle gourds by day. A long feverish 
night of soul-searching ensues. Deborah 
calms Richard's brow and soul, and 
come dawn, love, understanding and 
peace have descended on practically 
everyone. Very sweet, in a sickly way. 


DINING-DRINKING 


An arrestingly different. restaurant in 
New York, a city abulge with unusual 
eateries, is The Sign of the Dove (Third 
Avenue and 65th Street). Its owner, Dr. 
Joseph Santo, a Boston dentist who cmi- 
grated to Gotham, put together the Dove 
in his spare time and was soon devoting 
almost all of his working days to dinner 
plates rather than dental plates. The 
Dove is a complex of rooms, cach with 
its own personality and each a tribute to 
the innate good taste of Dr. Santo. The 
s a converted green- 


prem duo serie fd Gu dde Spa 

r dining. Fronting on Third Av- 
enue and preceding the main dining 
room аге a brace of bars, artifacted with 
Early Americana garnered by Dr. Santo 
on foraging expeditions around the coun- 
try. An ancillary dining room, The 
Collee House, is just off the greenhouse. 


to enclose it for 


nly 
1 


menu is 
brief but excellent. After sampling the 
Stuffed Mushrooms (our companion had 
Prosciutto with Melon), we moved on to 
Stuffed Danish "Trout, a subtly piquant 
treatment of a fish that had far too 
many gourmandial travesties committed 
in its name; our lady's fare was Brandied 
Duckling Сы sen which had just 
enough sauce to render it softly succu- 
lent. Our capped with caffè 
id flavorsomc. 
list is sprinkled with 
intages to satisfy most 
discrimina bibbers. Luncheon is 
served from 11:30 A.M. and a Sunday 
brunch is offered where the late riser can 
assuage the inner man with one of four 
different soufllés, German Farmer's Break- 
fast, Quiche Lorraine or Filet Mignon- 
eue rhe Sign of the Dove is 
open seven days a week till 3 дм. 


m 
espresso—strong, black 
Th 


Dove's w 


shampoo? 


Those women's shampoos give you 
a beauty treatment while they 
clean. But Fitch was made espe- 
cially for men. No fancy beauty 
treatment. Just the total cleaning 
action you want. 


Here’s why aman 
wants total cleaning action: 
a man’s hair dressing attracts 
dust and dirt, retains per- 
spiration, excess scalp oils, 
loose dandruff. 

Fitch is the shampoo that’s 
made especially to clean a 
man’s hair and scalp. It has 
Penetrating Power in every 
drop...100% effective clean- 
ing action. 

Apply Fitch to dry hair, be- 
fore showering. Then add 
water. You get a rich lather 
that cleans thoroughly. It 
penetrates and lifts away 
built-up accumulations. 
Leaves your hair and scalp 
feeling fresh and alive. Look- 
ing great! 

Pick up a bottle of Fitch. 
Use it regularly for a clean, 
healthy-looking head of hair. 


FITCH 


THE MAN’S 
SHAMPOO, 


GROVE LABORATORIES 
Div. of Bristol-Myers Co. 


THEATER 


Off-Broadway, this has been the year 
of the Negro. There were Negro drama: 
gospel shows and staged readings, many 
of them written by Negroes, and all of 
them ng Negroes. Musicals were 
also big this season. There were toe- 
tapping versions of Little Women, Cin- 
derella, and one of Alice in 
Wonderland; and there were musicals of 
old plays by Molière and Dion Bouci- 
сайи. 

Only the Boucicault proved durable. 
His ancient melodrama The Streets of 
New York was tuned up by a new song- 
writing team, Barry Alan Grael (book 
and lyri) and Richard B. Chodosh 
(music). They neither mocked the old 
Cliffhanger, which would have been easy, 
nor pretended to be in awe of it, which 
would have been difficult. They played 
it swaight—and most of the play is its 
own best spoof. Best of all, they whipped 
together Lunes of different ty pes—madri- 

als, patter songs, rounds—and а са 
singing comedians, the funniest of whom 
is Crael himself. He plays Badger, the 
junior assistant clerk who helps the 
crooked banker plunder his own bank, 
and then returns in time to right every- 
one’s wrongs. The tiny stage is crawling 
with wrongs—a starving chestnut vendor, 
an indigent widder, her suicidal daugh- 
ter—but all's right with the show, Ac the 
Maidman, 416 West 42nd Strei 
In White America is а document of 
refully selected slices (rom strife, but, 
unlike most staged readings, it has cohe- 
sion. The letters, news stories, directives 
and entries trom the Congressional Rec- 
ord, да g4 from 1788 to 1962, did. up to 
a condemnation of the white world 
around the Negro (with a few side pokes 
at some Negroes). They range from ac 
counts of barbarism on slave ships to 
Thomas Jeflerson’s advocation of slav- 
ery, to a 15-year-old Negro girl's account 
of what it feels like to fight a mob in 
Little Rock just so she can go to school. 
There is a mixed cast of six, a banjo 
player, and somewhere an author, or 
rather, а collecior—Martin В. Duber. 
man, a history professor at Princeton 
On the strength of In White America, 
he is a very good teacher. At the Sheri 
dan Square, 7th Avenue and West 4th 
Street. 

Dutchman, the first professionally pro- 
duced play by Negro poct LeRoi Jones, 
is bruising, malicious, almost racist in its 
anger, but eve its meanest it is 
wickedly funny. A little like Albee’s The 
Zoo Slory in its conflict, it confronts an 
Ivy Leaguish Negro who is passing for 
white-collar with a wildly liberal white 
girl who makes s at him between 
taunts, Finally she stops passing and is 
just sassing, until the grotesque twist of 
the ending. All this takes place on a sub- 


almost 


way car, and somewhere deep in this 
short play (Albees The American 
Dream shares the bill) is the hint that 
the girl is the legendary Flying Dutch- 
man, doomed to this car and these deeds 
for life. The title is the only obscure 
thing in the play. Dutchman is а cool, 
clear cry of outrage. At the Cherry Lane, 
38 Commerce Street. 

Tolen has The Knack of making out. 
When he looks at a girl, he looks right 
into her and says something ncat 

You have Chinese eyebrows,” which 
usually makes her quiver all over. When 
Colin sees a girl, however, he can only 
something silly like "Has Cardiff got 
big docks?" Tolen tells Colin that any- 
onc, even Colin, can learn The Knack, 
and he demonstrates on a passing notso- 

nnocent. Watching and wisecracking is 
Tom, in whose room the action takes 
place. Well, not really action. The 
Knack is a batch of skits on the theme of 
seduction. It goes nowhere, says little, 
but seduces the audience into thinking 
it's hilarious. British playwright Ann 
Jellicoe is lucky in having Mike Nichols 
s director. He can make a very funny 
something out of nothing. At The New 
Theater, 154 East 51th. Suet. 


Flaine May, Mike's erstwhile partner, 
is not so fortunate. She also returns to 
the stage as a comedy director, but her 
show is a limp evening of improvisa 
tional fun-and-gamesmanship called The 
Third Ear. kes place in the 
old Premise headquarters, but none of 
the original magic has rubbed off. The 
prepared skits arc for the most part too 
long and too blunt, and the instant ones 
could use some of the comic geniuses 
from Second City. In fact, what The 
Third Far really needs is laine's 
mouth. At The Premise, 154 Bleecker 
Street. 


The show 


fter the fall of Troy. the victorious 
Greeks stayed to bear away gilts—The 
Trojan Women themselves. In Euripides" 
classic, the women of Troy cry out not 
only against their oppressors, but against 
the meaninglessness of war. Greek film- 
andstage director Michael Cacoyannis 
uses Edith Hamilton's modernized lyrical 
translation and wisely employs some of 
his own film techniques (the conquerors 
enter silhouetted against a movielike 
scrcen—vcry dramatic, very effective). He 
orchestrates the play, emphasizing the 
contrasts (the light of the faces, the dark 
of the costumes), and choreographing the 
players into patterns of motion, 
combined with an ominous clectronic 
score, hypnotizes the audience, and 
sweeps The Trojam Women out of the 
library and onto the living stage. At 
Circle in the Square, 159 Bleecker Street, 


This, 


INSTANT 


MILDNESS 


yours with 


Aristocrat, Billiard Shape, 
$5.95 ana $6.95 


No matter what you smoke you'll 
like Yello-Bole. The new formula, 
honey lining insures Instant Mild- 
ness; protects the imported briar 
bowl—so completely, it’s guaran- 
teed against burn out for life. Why 
not change your smoking habits 
the easy way — the Yello-Bole 
way. $2.50 to $6.95. 


Official Pipes New York World's Fair 


Free Booklet tells how to smoke a pipe; shows shapes. 
write: YELLO-BOLE PIPES, INC., N.Y. 22, Dept. N 10. 


By the mokers of KAYWOODIE У 
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Friends! 
1 have gathered you here this evening to rid you of complacency, to show you that this Ward is on the brink of world decision. You, ту future 
constituents, have the very future of our great country in the palms of your hands. Do not crush it! Be gentle! Think! Innocent children, the wise 
aged and the animals we so dearly love depend upon you, yes, each and every one of you. Today, the sun is shining. Tomorrow, unless we are 
careful, darkness may descend. 

You might very well ask me, “So. what are you going to do about it?” You, aa voting citizens of this great country, this great state, this great 
county, thin great city ond thi» great Ward, have every right to ath. Yes, you absolutely have the right, a right you should defend with every ounce 
of strength, in every waking moment, at every glorious opportunity. It is a right given to us as a sacred trust by cur Founding Fathers, а right we 
must protect against the Opposition. Keep that right. Use that right 

This is a Lond of Freedom where you can ask a man a question and expect a forthright, plain answer. You can ask it in the Town Hall and 
verily, you can ash it here. Yes, right here on this small, insignificant platform on this smoll, insignificant night with an enormous portent for the 
future. The Future. Why next year, you, yes, you. I mean that gentleman over there sleeping, might very well take a trip to the Moon and be bach 
in time for your beautiful granddaughter's birthday. Yes, we will beat them to the Moon, 1 assure you. I guarantee you. But the Future is not just 
а race [or Space, a physical grabbing at anti-gravitational straus, but a race for guaranteeing your own well-being, your job, your security, your 
children, your health, 

Ask, yes, ash! It is your right to demand an answer! Thank you very much! 


CARL REINER: Actor, Playwright, Author, Politico 


COOD FOR ALL PARTIES 


KAHLUA – the persuasively politic coffee liqueur from Mexico 
that sets a warm tone for caucuses, conventions, smoke-filled 


rooms — or anywhere people get together. If you want to know what r 
Kahlúa will do for you, write for Kahlúa recipe book. K tU 
Infact, ask for two (if you havea friend who votes) . They're free. A 4 
Please do not send campaign buttons. coffee liqueur 


Jules Berman & Associates, Inc., 9025 Wilshire Blvd., Beverly Hills, California 
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THE PLAYBOY ADVISOR 


The girl I'm going to marry in two 
months is 22 and a virgin. I know she's 
affectionate, and can even be quite pas- 
sionate, but more than a few of my 
friends have warned me that any college 
c who's a virgin at 99 is cither 
frigid or decidedly on the cool side. Do 


not a virginz—C. P., Cambridge, 
Maryland 

Statistically, no. Kinsey's researchers 
found a higher percentage of divorce 
among married couples who had nol en- 
gaged in premarital sexual intercourse 
than among those who had. But what 
is statistically true for society at large 
is not necessarily true for the individual. 
And we certainly do not agree with your 
friends that “any college graduate who's 
a virgin at 22 is either frigid or decided- 
ly on the cool side"; virginity prior to 
marriage has more lo do with the psyche 
than the sex drive. Your fiancée proba- 
bly opposes premarital intercourse for 
religious-moral reasons that may in no 
way hinder her sexual adjustment after 
marriage; but it is п subject that should 
be thoroughly discussed and carefully 
considered prior lo the wedding, for a 
person raised in a strong antisexual en- 
vironment is not always capable of setting 
such feelings aside with a simple “I do.” 
Generally, it is our feeling thal a suc- 
cessful and happy marriage is not ensily 
achieved and every couple coniemplai- 
ing this important step should establish 
as many areas of compatibility as possi- 
ble. Sex is certainly not the least signifi- 
cant of these. 


Ib it ever proper to wear a sweater un- 
der a sports jacket2—R. Е. Boston, Mas- 
sachusetts. 

Yes. A flat-knit short-sleeve pullover 
(cashmere or similar fine knit) wears well 
with a sports jacket, and the “country” 
look of sports jacket and cardigan sweat- 
er is becoming more and more popular. 


at I'm sure bugs 
girls my age (22): Why is 
t that the guys I date try to liquor me 
up (sometimes successfully) before mak- 
i ? What possible satisfaction 
a a man derive from making love to 
i ibly inebriated woman?—L. G., 
Washington. 

It isn't necessary for you to accept 
every drink that’s offered, and if you 
frequently find yourself getting liquoved 
up, the problem is probably yours, not 
your dates’. If every date tries to win 
you with alcohol, you might examine 
what in your own personality (1) attracts 


men who seemingly lack the self-confi- 
dence to woo you without the crutch of 
booze or (2) makes them prefer this 
approach. 


М... 1 wear a dinner jacket when my 
wife wears a long hostess gown?—R. B., 
Mystic, Connecticut 

Depends on the occasion. If you're en- 
tertaining formally at home, you should 
dress formally. The vagaries of women’s 
fashions, however. permit your wife to 
wear a full-length hostess gown on semi- 
formal occasions that do not call for for- 
mal men's attire; on these lessformal 
evenings, you may wear a dark (prefera 
bly black) suit. 


AA close friend of mine is a writer—an 
absolutely brilliant person, but utterly 
devoid of any practical business sense. 
Money means little or nothing to him. 
Over drinks one afternoon he casually 
mentioned an idea—which obviously had. 
great and immediate business potential. 
When I saw he was never going to do 
anything about it, I picked it up myself. 
Within a year this single idea (which I 
modified many times over, of course) 
had given birth to a profitable service 
business that promises to grow even 
more. Now Fm trying to determine my 
obligation to my friend, who claims he 
deserves nothing, since the notion grew 
from a conversation in which we both 
participated. I'm certain that he docs 
deserve compensation—my problem is 
to determine what form it should take 
and how to get him to accept it. Can you 
helpz—G. L., San Francisco, Californi: 

From your leiter, we can’t guess how 
important your friend's initial idea was 
to the success of your business. Our im- 
pression is that his role was relatively 
minor—since the idea would have died 
a-borning if you hadn't taken й up. If 
this is so, and if, as you say, your friend 
is nol pressing you Jor remuneralion, 
then you must let your conscience deter- 
mine the reward. A lump-sum settlement 
(as opposed to a percentage or royally 
agreement) would be consistent with ac- 
cepted business practice, and would suit 
this situation. Once you've determined 
the amount of the reward, you should 
explain to your friend that you wish to 
compensate him not just because you're 
a nice guy, but because you [cel genuine- 
ly indebted to him and wish to honor 
same. 


WI, girl recently gave me some the 
underwear for skiing. Since the 
n't properly started, I've not 


de 
Toilette 
соту 


Give her L'Aimant before 
someone else does... 


[AMANT 


parfum de toilette 


Wiel 
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“Togetherness” aptly 
describes the trim fit 
assured by Exclusive 
Neck-Zone Tailoring— 
coat collar and wearer remain insepa- 
rable. This wearer's handsome her- 
ringbone cheviot jacket has it, as 
do all BARDSTOWN sport coats and 
suits. All are master-tailored by 
Merit in fine traditional fashion. All 
are yours for the choosing in every 
current fabric favorite. Truly clothes 
for the spirited man of any age who 


travels in style 


FREE—new, complete, au- 
thoritative COLLEGE DRESS- 
RIGHT GUIDE. Ask your 
Bardstown Decler for your 
persanal copy ar write to: 


BARDSTOWN CLOTHES 


A DIVISION DF MERIT CLOTHING CO. 
MAYFIELD, KENTUCKY 


yet had a chance to test-wear the things, 
nd I'm getting more and more skepti- 
cal each day. How can that mesh pos- 
sibly keep me warm?—P.R., Denver, 
Colorado. 

The same way a loose-fitting parka 
warms ап Eskimo—by trapping body 
heat. Your outer clothing turns the mesh 
іто a layer of tiny pockets, each of 
which traps and stores your natural 
warmth, 


Eve been thinking seriously about a 
career in the clergy, since it can offer a 
number of obvious advantages: free 
house and car, good salary, short hours, 
community status, pleasant working con- 
ditions, social contacts, tax benelits and 


would be ridiculous, since I'm 
tic. However, most of m 


contempora! 


manage to work successfully as brokers 
or salesmen without hav 

ings about finance or marketing, and I'm 
sure I could be a success in the c 


bout 
‚ Louisville, 


without strong feelings a 
What do you think?—W. К. 
Kentucky. 

On the off-chance that you're not put- 
ling us on, we think you'd be most 
unwise Lo consider such a move. No nor- 
mal person could enjoy а lifetime of 
hypocrisy—which is just what you're 
suggesting. Every person should “believe 
in" his job—at least to the extent of 
accepting its fundamental premises and 
subscribing to its basic aims, This is true 
of all jobs, and it’s especially true in a 
calling as spiritually demanding as 
religion. Hopefully, the friends you 
mention have chosen their various jobs 
because they believe in them, and because 
they find in them a means by which they 
can profitably express their personalities 
and aspirations. No matter how attrac- 
tive the fringe benefits might be, you 
could never find satisfaction in the ca- 
reer you propose, and we advise you to 
forget it. 


The firm in which Tm а secretary is 
short on bachelors. More than once I've 
turned down luncheo: ations from 
ied male co-workers, because I feared 
gossip. Do you think it's 
acceptable for a single woman to lunch 
with a married man?—R. D., Los An- 
geles, Californi: 

“Acceptable,” yes; whether several 
luncheons with the same married male 
might not lead to presumably unwel- 
come emotional involvement, on one or 
both paris, is anolhey matter. If you 
wish to avoid that possibility, but enjoy 
masculine company when you dine, the 
best solution is to try to arrange for a 
group of several coworkers, both male 
and female, to lunch. together. 


Hs the check raise allowed in poker?— 

.L., Memphis, ‘Tennessee. 

Yes. “Sandbagging” (checking and 
then raising in turn after another player 
has bet) is a legitimate move, and the 
tougher ihe game the more often 
seen. In penny-ante poker in some areas 
of the country (notably the South) house 
rules often forbid it. 


s 


WI, girl recently had а bad stork scare 
(that time of the month was a long, long 
time arriving): so much so that she now 
refuses to indulge at all. Do you have 

ny suggestions for getting our relation- 
ship back to normal?—B. F., Arlington 
Heights, Illinois. 

A misplaced period. should not have 
caused undue alarm, provided you took 
proper precautions. Apparently you 
didn't, and if this is the case, count your- 
self lucky and take a lesson from the ex 
perience. H should reassure your girl if 
you point ont that, after all, the scare 
was baseless and that with the proper 
use of modern birth-control measures the 
chances of pregnancy are nil. 


y I wear a waistcoat with a 
—P. E., Baltimore, Mary- 


Jand. 


The waistcoat, or vest, is a perfectly ac- 
ceptable ilem of apparel on any occasion 
that calls for a dinner jacket, suit or 
sports jacket. Up until three years ago, 
the waistcoat had all but disappeared 
from formal wardrobes, having been sup- 
planted by the cummerbund. Now, how: 
ever, formal waistcoats ave making a 
comeback, and manufacturers offer them 
in a variely of blach-on-black and moire 
patterns. 


Fse been dating a lovely young girl 
who still lives with her parents in a 
small town near here. We've become 
quite serious, and she finds herself torn 
between her natural physical desires 
fear that having an affair will 
her heretofore unimpeachable reputa 
tion around town. Is there anything I 
can do to ease the conflict?—H. A., Ci 
cinnati, Ohio. 

Unless you can’t be trusted to keep 
your affair to yourself, we find her fear 
that she'll ruin her reputation a little 
puzzling. What the two of you do in pri- 
vale is your own business, and по one 
else's. This obvious fact suggests that her 
concern over her “reputation” actually 
hides some other apprehension. Talk it 
over with her and try to find out what 
her fear really is. The first step in over- 
coming her reservations is to establish 
their real nature; which, we feel certain, 
is not what you say it is. 


A girl I've been dating objects to my 
penchant for getting a manicure with 
my weekly haircut. Do you think mani- 
Ten- 


cured nails are effeminate2—W. 
ally, New Jersey. 
Not at all. 


How tong should a man's tie be— 
U. L., Harrisburg, Pennsylvania, 

Long enough (both ends, when tied, 
that is) to reach your belt when you 
stand erect; which, for the average male 
of six feet, calls for a total tie length of 
about 50”, the length of most ties sold 
today. If your torso is longer than aver- 
age, or if you're addicted to the Windsor 
knot, you'll need a longer tie, which you 
can find in special tall-men's shops 
around the country. 


The guy I'm engaged to refuses to 
have sexual relations with me. Though 
Ive tried womanly wiles, he always re- 
treats, with the explanation that he's 


"saving" me for our marriage. As а con 
sequence, T am chagrined to admit that 
I've been seeing another man on the sly. 
1 don't like sncaky sex, and J don't like 
carrying on behind my fiancës back 
However, I am a healthy woman, with a 
healthy woman's desires. Сап you help 
me out of this situation?—P. M., New 
Orleans, Louisiana. 

If you've been unable to melt your 
fiancé with the heat of your premarital 
charms, it will probably lake more than 
a trip down the aisle to do the trick. 
Though he may believe he's "saving" 
you for marriage, ther 
his moral posture covers а long-estab- 
lished antagonism to sex, at least with 
the girl he intends to marry, because he 
subconsciously considers the sexual act 


у a good chance 


degrading for women. In addition, the 
two of you obviously have diametrically 
opposed views of sexual morality, which 
could trigger the most violent kind of 
reaction should he ever learn that an- 
other has been withdrawing what he's 
been "saving." We think a marriage 
under such circumstances would be fool- 
hardy and courting almost certain dis- 
aster; you would be wise to break off 
the engagement at once. 


All reasonable questions—from fash- 
ion, food and drink, hi-fi and sports cars 
to dating dilemmas, taste and etiquette 
—will be personally answered if the 
writer includes a stamped, self-addressed 
envelope. Send all letiers to The Playboy 
Advisor, Playboy Building, 232 E. Ohio 
Street, Chicago, Illinois 60611. The most 
provocative, pertinent queries will be 
presented on these pages each month. 


...that’s the way it is 
with Old Spice After Shave Lotion 


2.00 ANO 1.25 - ALSO AVAILABLE IN САМАРА. 5 Н ULTON 
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THE NEW SPRITE 


NOW WITH ROLL UP WINDOWS 
BUT STILL UNDER $2,000 


The Sprite Mk III has the seme old will 
to win—but in other ways there's plenty 
new. Roll-up windows. Side vents. A 
completely restyled cockpit. Rede- 
signed instrument panel and new 
improved rear suspension. 

This little tiger has been and still is 
winning more races in the 1100 cc 
Class than any car ever built. It's the 
lowest priced pure sports car. You can 


buy one for under $2,000.* It offers not 
only looks and creature comforts, but 
engineering design that includes big 
safe disc brakes up front (drums on 
rear), twin-carb top speed over 90, 
A-speed stick shift, and 30.plus miles 
per-gallon economy. 

So whether you're off to Sebring or the 
Supermarket, you'll enjoy it more in a 
Sprite. 


\ 
М ле Аас, 


AUSTIN HEALEY 


SPRITE 


WRITE: THE BRITISH MOTOR CORP. I HAMBRO, IN 


"STATE TAX Амо OTHER LOCAL CHARGES EXTRA 


PLAYBOY'S INTERNATIONAL DATEBOOK 


BY PATRICK CHASE 


IF YOU WANT TO get away [rom it all t 
yuletide season without leaving continen- 
tal bounds, the wide-open spaces of the 
Western U.S.A. olfer choice vacation- 
lands. 

Among top warm-weather resort areas 
is California's Death Valley, which has 
come a long way since earning its fear- 
some name. Today, srcen golf courses 
surround spring-fed swimming pools 
shaded by date palms and olcander; rid- 
ers canter in from desert trails to relax 
in the comfortable chairs of air-condi- 
tioned cocktail lounges at retrcats like 
luxurious Furnace Creek Inn. Las Vegas, 
only three hours away via excellent high- 
ways, is a natural side trip from Furnace 
Creek, but visitors also enjoy the half- 
day excursions to the immense Ubehebe 
Crater (780 feet deep, one-half mile 
across), and to the moonlike rock forma- 
tions of Manly Beacon. For those who 
prefer to sit tight, the Inn offers a wide 
range of social goings on, from chuck- 
wagon breakfasts to after-dinner dancing 
and moonlight rides. 

Worthy of note in Texas during De- 
cember are overnight trips on large 
conditioned sport-fshing launches to the 
snapper banks off Corpus Christi. Boats 
leave Port Aransas at midnight. After a 
good night's sleep in your berth, you are 
ready for the tussle with the finny prey 
—not that you need to struggle all that 
hard: Texasstyle fishing includes such 
refinements as ап electric reel that auto- 
matically hauls the fish to the yacht. It’s 
sportier than it sounds. 

You can combine skiing, swimming 
and just loafing by the fireplace in the 
comfortable Arctic Circle Hot Springs 
de 5 
r miles from Fairbanks, wh 
least in this region of our 
49h state—is not excessively severe. 
Although this resort’s tow will not be in 
operation this year, there will be ski 
nonetheless; and for those vacationers 
who like to combine their sports, there 
are indoor hotspring pools at the foot 
of the slopes 

АП in all, there are 16 well-developed 
schussing in Alaska, the largest of 
which, Me Alyeska, is served by rope 
tows, a 2600foot Poma lift 
5700-oot telecar double chi 
which carries skiers to a gl 
sun deck-caleteria. Accommodation: 
plentiful—including those in nearby 
Anchorage (38 miles)—and range from 
pioneer to luxurious. 

A noteworthy phenomenon on the 
winter sports scene is the ever-increasing 
number of nonskiers showing up for the 
агу pleasures of aprèsski and sight 


seeing. At Badger Pass, California, for 
instance, almost half of the visitors que- 
ried last усаг had no intention of making 
their sitzmarks on the slopes; apart from 
those vacationers who come to mingle 
with the opposite sex in ideal surround- 
ings, ther 


peaks as El 
Half Dome. Snow tou 
tivity to add zest to a short v 
where in the country, too. The run р 
wintering big to the bubbling 
geysers of Yellowstone National Pa 
example, is a stirring experience. 

If you want to leave the snow scene 
behind you, we recommend a visit to the 
south rim of the Grand Canyon, three to 
four hours | г from Phoenix i 
During Dece: all the warm-wea 
аси ailable: You not only 
may go hiking, horseback riding and tish- 
ing, but may also attend the fascinating 
Hopi ceremoni 
modations are available at the El "Tovar 
Hotel or Bright Angel Lodge. 

A totally diflerent kind of holiday can 
be enjoyed in San Francisco. Speci: 
year-end events begin with the season of 

igh-ranking San Francisco Sympho- 
ny (carly December through spring) and 
are climaxed by the East-West football 
game (Јат d) at Kezar Stadium. A 
culinary ір we always relish when in 
this cosmopolitan city is an inter 
al round rol 
ing on how 
good selection of o 
with La Bourgogne for its Burgund 
decor and its delicious Dover sole V 
, or Jack's, an unpretentious 
ning place featuring incom 
cargots. Next day, you can uy India 
House for its exquisite curries and Eng- 
lish mixed grill (the decor hei 
dian, with an English Colonial bar). 
‘Then, head for the Tadich Grill for do- 
mestic cooking, where we particularly 
vor the baked fillet of turbot and crab- 
meat Newburg, followed by Amelio's, 
an Italian restaurant renowned for its 
chicken vecchiausanza. For Јар: 
food, try the Tokyo Sukiyaki, which 
specializes in teriyaki but offers equally 
supreme sukiyaki and tempura. Follow 
any of these with cordials at the Mark 
Hopkins’ glass-enclosed Top of the Mark. 
lounge, where a. panoramic view of the 
city provides a fit topper for any 
v 


ion- 


d 


ese 


tion. 

For further information on any of the 
above, write to Playboy Reader Serv- 
ice, 232 E. Ohio St., Chicago, Hl. 60611. 


HAVE A 
LITTLE 
BRANDY 


A friend in need—that's 
Hennessy! Have a flask of 
Hennessy handy, any time, for 
any occasion.This convenient, 
economical small size is per- 
fect for your home, or in your 
suitcase when you travel. 

Most important—make sure 
it's Hennessy. It's America's 
most popular cognac brandy. 


HENNESSY 


COGNAC BRANDY 


Ві PROOF + SCHIEFFELIN & CO., NEW YORK 
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If you, too, are particular about taste, you 
don't have to wear a button to prove it! 
Simply smoke Pall Mall. Why? Because 
Pall Mall's natural mildness means just one 
thing: smooth, pleasing flavor. Flavor that's 
blended in —over, under, around and through 
the finest tobaceos money can buy! Smoke 

a long cigarette that's long on flavor. 4 
Buy Pall Mall Famous Cigarettes. 
Outstanding—and thcy are mild! 


Eher EA ae eg 


THE PLAYBOY FORUM 


an interchange of ideas between reader and editor 
on subjects raised by “the playboy philosophy” 


DR. KELLOGG'S "PLAIN FACTS” 

Hefner's July discussion of Dr. John 
Harvey Kellogg's Plain Facts for Old 
and Young was excellent. Kellogg was a 
remarkable man; Hefner states correctly 
that he "was no hysterical, moralistic 
screwball.” If Kellogg's sexual enlighten- 
ment seems a trifle odious, so was the so- 
ciety of his time, and the doctor was no 
more than a social chronicler. One ques- 
tion: Hefner refers to him as “John 
Harvey Kellogg, M.D., LL.D., A.C.S." 
What docs LL.D. stand for—"Lacking 
Libido"? 


Larry M. Coy 
San Jose, California 
Though Kellogg reflected the pre- 
vailing morality of his time, his prom- 
inence and the popularity of his writings 
suggest that he also helped mold these 
attitudes and did more than his share to 
perpetuate them, While reader Coy's def- 
inition of LL.D, sounds plausible in view 
of the doctor's book, the accepted mean- 
ing for the abbreviation is “Doctor of 
Laws." Both Lincoln. Memorial. Uni 
versity in Tennessee and Olivet Colle, 
in Michigan conferred honorary LL.D.s 
on Dr. Kellogg. F.A.CS., by the way, 
stands for “Fellow of the American Gol- 
lege of Surgeons,” not “Frightening Ab- 
surdily Concerning Sex.” 


GOOD SHOW 
Hear! Hear! Resounding applause 

for the July Philosophy. The views ex- 
pressed in Dr. Kellogg's book аге per- 
verted, and help explain the archaic 
attitudes toward sex that are still held 
by many individuals in our nation 
today. Hefner's comments аге the most 
effective pooh-pooh of this subject that 
I've read. So prevalent are Kellogg's 
ideas that a person who started reading 
Hefner's Kellogg excerpts without first 
having read his introduction might 
think Plain Facts was written last ye: 
Damn good show, Mr. H. 

Phil E. Kinzer 

Knoxville, Tennessee 


SEXUAL SCIENCE, 1910 

The opinions of Dr. Kellogg. circa 
1879, were startling. Hefner was very ac- 
curate in saying that such opinions had 
considerable influence right up until the 
last decade. 

A short time ago 1 came across 
a similar book entitled Health and 
Longevity. It was published in 1910 by 


the Home Health Society (New York, 
Philadelphia and London), and its prin 
cipal author was Joseph G. Richardson, 
M.D., Professor of Hygiene at the Uni- 
versity of Pennsylvania. Eighteen other 
medical experts of that day cooperated 
in the venture. For the most part, the 
book is a manual of basic physiology 
However, there are some parts in the 
chapter titled "Sexual Science" that are 
virtually carbon copies of Dr. Kellogg's 
strange views of some 30 years earlier. 
For example 


Love in the Woman: If she is nor- 
mally developed mentally, and well 
bred, her sexual desire is small. If 
this werc 
would become a brothel and mar- 
riage and a family impossible. It is 
certain that the man that avoids 
women and the woman u seeks 
men are abnormal. Woman is 
wooed for her favor. She remains 
passive. This lic 
ganization, 
merely on 
breeding. 
Man Weaker than Woman: The 
weakness of man in comparison 
with woman lies in the great inten- 
sity of their sexual desires. Мап be- 
comes dependent upon woman. The 
weaker and more sensual he be- 
comes. the more does he become de- 


not so the whole world 


in her sexual or- 


nd is not founded 


the dictates of good 


pendent upon her. 

Marriage: A man of right feelir 
no matter how sensual he may be 
demands a wife that has been, and 
is. chaste. 


While noting that the aforemen- 
tioned excerpts are not as extreme as Dr. 
g's, they are not much of an im- 
vent for 


three decades later. It 
ішу supports Hefner's opinion that 
extreme Puritanism was still in effect 
well into this century. 

James Powell 

Steilacoom, Washington 

In response to the July "Philosophy" a 

number of readers, like Mr. Powell, have 
sent us references to and quotations 
from books and articles that confirm the 
prevalence of sex attitudes akin to Dr. 
Kellogg's a half century ago. If one may 
judge by their conspicuous absence, it 
appears that contrary, less prudish at- 
titudes toward sex and the human body 
were considered so unauthoritative and 
so unpopular that they seldom found 
their way into print. 


WATCH 
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PLAYBOY 


EARLY KELLOGG FAN 

1 love Hugh Hefner's Playboy Phi- 
losophy, though I've wondered seriously 
if the lawsuit against him for ob- 
scenity is a fact and not a laughable 
fiction. Surely, he's kidding! Why, in 
1915 1 read more real pornography 
magazines and books in one week— 
the public library, too—than appeared 
in the immaculate PLAYBOY in the two 
years I've been a regular reader. 

For many years I've tried to remember 
the name of the most hilarious book 1 
had read up to 1915, and I'd been read- 
ing since the age of four. Then along 
came Hefners "exposé the July 
J- H. Kellogg's funny book. 
Plain Facts for Old and Young was the 
book whose title I had forgotten! Some- 
how my mother had obtained a copy, 
and during my eavesdropping at night 
I'd hear her read sections to my father, 
and the roars of laughter that would fol- 
low made me ache to get my hands on 
the book. "What an ass!” my 
would say, and he a Scots Presbyterian at 
that (with a big dash of Irish). "What an 
idiot!” my mother would echo, and she 
born in Glasgow, too. So 1 spied on my 
mother and found where she had hidden 
the treasure, and I read it when my par- 
ents were out of the house. J, too, 
thought it hilarious. So did the kids T 
lent it to when Momma had thrown it 
out and I had retrieved it. No one I 
knew, child or adult, read that book 
without honesty beliey i 
tten as a parody. No one took it seri- 
ously, but apparendy Hefner thinks it 
very influential a. In com- 
on with the lusty years of my child- 
hood and early girlhood, this "moder 

ge is sober, dank, colorless and puritan- 
ical, and its young people are gutless and 
im. Laughter has died out of our 
world, and so has real humor. 


id howling like sick b. 
books and magazines. I prefer the earlier 
world of thy sex and belly laughter 
and gaiety and joy, which died after 
World War I, and never retu 
Taylor Caldwell 

Buffalo, New York 

Authoress Caldwell should thank her 
lucky star for the enlightened family 
and friends among whom she grew up. 
Unfortunately, her experience was not 
typical. Proof of the seriousness with 
which the attitudes reflected in Dr. Kel 
logg's book were taken by many at the 
end of the last century is to be found 
in the suppressive sex statutes that still 
exist throughout the United States and 
in the restrictive sex mores still manip- 
ulating much of contemporary society. 
“Plain Facts for Old and Young” was fa- 
vorably—and seriously—received by pub- 
lic, press and the medical. profession 
when first published in 1879, and proved 
popular enough to warrant a new edi- 
tion as late as 1917. To the enlightened, 


the Kellogg book must naturally appear 
funny—bui it t also a sad mirror of а 
sexually sick ethic from which we are 
not yet entirely free; and those “tor 
tured” souls currently baring their 
psyches in print owe much of their mal- 
adjustment and misery to the legacy of 
the Dr. Kelloggs of our puritanical pas 
We dislike disagreeing further with 
one of the grand ladies of popular prose, 
whose comments would be welcome even 
without the kind reference to “The 
Playboy Philosophy,” but we must also 
take issue with the suggestion that 
“laughter has died out of our world, and 
so has real humor." The “earlier world 
of eurthy sex and belly laughter and gai- 
ety and joy" recalled by Miss Caldwell 
is actually the hazy halj-real, half-imag- 
ined dear years of youth, as remembered 
with fond nostalgia by almost anyone, 
in any time, looking back from his mid- 
dle 60s (and for her they may have been 
unusually “lusty years,” for she served 
as yeoman in the Navy during World 
War 1, though still in her teens). 
Considered in а larger, less personal 
light, however, the last decades of the 
19th Century and the first years of the 
20th were the most prudish and puritan- 
ical ever known in America; this was the 
era directly related to the rigid, humor- 
less, hypocritical Victorianism that had 
spread across England a few decades ear- 
lier; the era of the quasi-scientific, an- 
tisexual pronouncements of Kellogg's 
“Plain Facts"; the era of the infamous 
Anthony Comstock, who secured and en- 
jorced the first severe censorship laws in 
a previously free United States, personal- 
ly confiscating and destroying 160 tons 
of literature and art considered by Com- 
stock to be “immoral”; the era of Carry 
Nation, whose hymn-singing, hatchet- 
wielding women descended upon the 
neighborhood saloon with a vengeance, 
and while Mrs. Nation's personal ven- 
detta against vice spread to tobacco, 
foreign foods, corsets, skirts of improp- 
er length, loose women, loose men, 
and paintings of the sort often found in 
barrooms, the national temperance 
movement was growing lo the propor- 
tion necessary to plunge the country into 
the black abyss of Prohibition. 
Compared with the period prior to 
World War 1, the United States of the 
1960s is a sophisticated, pleasure-prone, 
sexually enlightened, wonderful world. 
Miss Caldwell may have successfully 
sought out her own small corner oj 
“earthy sex . . . laughter . . . and joy" 
in that less liberal time, for they have 
always been there, in every period, if one 
was fortunate enough io find them: and 
the most sexually suppressed society is 
also the one mosi apt to create illicit av- 
enues of sexual expression (the Victorian 
era was simultaneously the most censor- 
ridden and the most prolific producer of 
pornography in English history); but il 
is in the second halj of the 20th Century 


that society has begun to come alive— 
establishing a more open, healthier and 
happier attitude toward sex. 

The evidence is everywhere—from the 
popularity of the lustiest motion picture 
of the ycar, "Tom Jones," to that far-out 
fad of female fashion, the topless bath- 
ing suit (surely the ultimate example of 
our neu-found ability to laugh at sex in- 
slead oj being intimidated by it). 

Books that were outlawed a genera- 
tion ago are today's best sellers (the list 
is lengthy and obvious, but John Clel- 
and's "Memoirs of a Woman of Pleas- 
ure" is of special interest, for early in 
the 19th Century it became the first lit- 
erary work officially suppressed for ob- 
scenity in the United States—a charge 
that its heroine, Miss Fanny Hill, was 
not to live down until 1963; and how 
innocent the memoirs of sweet Fanny 
seem, when compared with the contem- 
porary heroine of erotic literature, Can- 
dy, in the hilarious satire on sex by 
Terry Southern and Mason Hoffenberg, 
near the very top of America’s best-sell- 
ing fiction as this issue goes to press). 

And last, but by no means least, we 
point lo ruaynoy itsel[/—the growing 
popularity of which cannot be separated 
from today’s healthier sense of humor, 
healthier attitude toward sex, and zest 
Jor living that far surpass anything 
known in this nation in the past. 


KELLOGG'S POISONOUS DOCTRINES 

Tread the July issue's Philosophy and 
discovered where my mother probably 
received her sex education. Dr. Kellogg 
is ridiculous. He might have been funny 
had he and other “highly respected” 
men of science not caused or contrib- 
uted to so much misery. I was brought 
up in an atmosphere that treated natu- 
ral sexuality as lewd and shameful. The 
sex act was considered a horrid ordeal 
through which a wife had to suffer in or- 
der to keep her husband (the beast!); 
sex was to be parceled out sparingly and 
passively, and was to be avoided alto- 
gether unless avoidance would create a 
crisis. Needless to say, my first dating 
years were miserable, and if I was caught 
issing a young man good night the pe 


alty was painful—literally. After being 
introduced to the sex act, I found to my 
great surprise that I liked it! Now Tam 


ed—to a happy husband; a happy 
riage is not achieved through neglect 
and passivity. 

My mother believes my se 
cs" will make an ugly old h 
по time; that reading PLAYBOY can do me 
nothing but harm; and that the attire 1 
choose to wear occasionally at home i 
disgusting, My mother is a good woman, 
but when it comes to sex, I feel sorry 
for my father and sister at home. Let's 
get rid of poisonous doctrines like Dr. 
Kellogg's! 


"excess- 
ag of me in 


(Name withheld by request) 
Decatur, Illinois 


for the ultimate in fidelity...the Phonola solar system! 


Here's a unique proposition for the gentleman secking the 
ultimate in fidelity. The phabulous new Solar System: 4 inter- 
engineered, stereo units that make ordinary hi-fi sound as out- 
moded as “The Varsity Drag.” These matte finish walnut units 
can be placed just about anywhere. Scatter them or nestle them 
...on bench or table, shelf or wall. Supplicd with interlocking 
wall brackets for decorator-mounting. Two 3-speaker units, 
Garrard 4-speed turntable. 


THE CONTINENTAL: Luxuriously 
crafted console, in walnut or ma- 
hogany. Brilliant 4-speaker stereo 
sound, 4-speed automatic 
changer, diamond needle, 45 
RPM spindle and AM/FM-FM 
Stereo radio. $199.95 


Tue Venus: AM/FM-FM Stereo 
radio, automatic changer, 4- 
speaker stereo system, diamond 


With AM/EM-FM Stereo Radio .......... TE «$399.95 needle, 45 RPM spindle and wall 
" e e s 3 brackets. Grand Stand base 
Without radio; with transistor атрібет:...........8339.95 optional. Record-Rak available. 


$199.95 


the phobuleus phonola 


WHERE THE SOUND OF QUALITY IS HEARD 


for the name of the Phonola dealer nearest you contact: Waters Conley Company, Inc. America’s Oldest Phonograph Manufacturer 
7 645 North Michigan Avenue • Chicago, Illinois 60611 Dept. PB-104 • A Subsidiary of The Telex Corporation 
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KELLOGG ON CIRCUMCISION 
Dr. Kellogg carned my “Hate Thy 


cighbor" award for suggesting circum- 
cision as a remedy [or masturbation 


“that is almost always successful in small 
boys. . . . The operation should be per- 
formed by a surgeon without adminis- 
tering an anesthetic, as the brief pain 
auending the оре will have a salu- 
tary effect upon the mind, especially if it 
be connected with the idea of punish- 
ment.” My contempt for Dr. Kellogg is 
based on personal experience, when I 
was nine years old. You can circumcise 
infants painlessly enough, but certainly 
not a nine-year-old child. Circumcision is 
recognized today as a hygienic necessity 
ad is probably performed on 90 per- 
cent of the male babies born in the U. S, 
but to recommend circumcision without 
anesthetic as a punishment tess 
and bestial. 


James B. Matthews 
Los Angeles, Californ 


KELLOGG'S PURITANICAL EXAMPLE 

By the amount of space Hefner devot- 
ed to the copy of Dr. Kellogg's book that 
we sent him, we can see that it made as 
much of an impression on him and his 
stall as it did on us. We are extremely 
pleased that it did, for we felt that this 


volume illustrated the sexual sickness 
about which Hefner has been writing 
these mths, The book should 


serve as a viv 


d example of the puri 
tanical past we have fallen heir to with 
seemingly apathetic indulgence. We ap- 
te the leadership Hefner and 
have shown in this area of 
1 reluctance, 
Mr. and Mrs. James D. Brooks 
Long Beach, Californi: 
As Mr. and Mrs. Brooks can see, many 
of our readers share their appreciation 
(and ours) of Dr. Kellogg's book as an 
example of our pernicious Puritan heri- 
lage. We're wondering now who it was 
who found “Plain Facts for Old and 
Young" such a hot item that he had to 
hide it in the hayloft of the barn where 
the Brookses found itt 


REISSUE OF KELLOGG SUGGESTED 
1 was fascinated by the Kellogg book 
as Hefner. described it, and an 
ing to a major New York publisher that 
he publish а new cdition. Can you tell 
пс how to obu copy? 
Fric Bentley 
Columbia University 
New York, New York 
Reaction to our publication of por 
lions of Dr. Kellogg's book has run high 
and favorable, as we anticipated it 
would, but the renowned Professor Beni- 
ley's suggestion of a new edition—pre- 
sumably with trenchant commentary— 
is an original notion that had nol oc 
curred to us. We suggest a large public 
library as the most likely source of a 
copy of the Kellogg book, since, in addi- 


suggest- 


lion to the 1881 edition seni to us by 
subscribers Mr. and Mrs. James D. 
Brooks, we were able to obtain a 1917 
edition from the Chicago Public Library. 
The original publishers, Segner and 
Condit of Burlington. Iowa, have been 
oul of business for many years. 


DEAD FLY? 

Ihave been in wholchearted agreement 
with all the past issues of The Playboy 
Philosophy. After reading the July in- 
stallment, however, my agreement is not 
so wholehearted as before. Now don't 
get me wrong. I'm not saying that Dr. 
Kellogg's book, Plain Facts for Old and 
Young, should not have been criticized. 
On the contrary, I feel that by the very 
nature of the writing the book invites 
icism. I question only Hefner's tactic 
n sarcastically tearing down the work or 
a mild fanatic who has been dead for 20 
years, It seems to me that there is no 
point in cuuing down a book that is 
obviously full of mis ion. It's 
like swatting a dead fly. Furthermore, 1 
don't see where Hefner's lengthy essay is 
helping to spell out his "guiding princi 
ples and editorial credo." As а book re 
port, the July Philosophy would rate an 
OK. As a statement of editorial policy, 
however, I think it failed. In the future, 1 
hope Hefner will find some other way of 
getting his kicks than tearing down 
books written in 1879. 

Paul Scharf 
Phoenix, Arizona 

Hefner's purpose in excerpting and 
discussing Dr. Kellogg's book was to il 
lustrate that while the good doctor has 
been dead these past 20 years, the “fly” 
in the vintment of sexual enlightenment 
is Mill a reality in contemporary society. 
This insidious insect continues to make 
its presence fell through the irrational 
and suppressive sex laws of the United 
States, the origins of which Hefner, in 
his February and April editorials, traced 
to the extreme antisexualism of the 19th 
Century. As he wrote in introducing the 
Kellogg book in ihe July issue, “No 
amount of editorial comment by us can 
establish the excessive antisexuality that 
is our American heritage nearly so well 
as the statements to be found in this 
manual of love and marriage.” The dix 
crepancies between our outmoded sex 
statutes and our actual sex practices 
have made of us a nation of hypocrite: 
a significant portion of Hefner's editori- 
al credo has been devoted, thus far, to 
such aspects of our modern American 
society, to which the editors of this pub- 
lication ave. opposed. 


SEX AND CEREALS 

Thanks to pLaynoy's Philosophy, 1 am 
now aware of the evils of s 
foods. Using Dr. Kellogg's enl 
facts as a guide, I have limited my diet 
to foods that will not excite my prurient 
interests. If I do not succumb to malnu- 


nterested in the 
tion of cereals to 
nknowingly bc- 


trition first, I would be 
outcome of an invest 
which children might 
come addicted. 


Joan M. Kernis 
Woodmere, New York 


Never have liked corn flakes! Thanks 
a hell of à lot for lending credul to 
my instinctive av ion to the stuff. Dr. 
Kellogg would probably be disturbed il 
he knew that 1 am in good health. Why, 
my nose ha 


Incredible. 


CONSERVATIVE MODIFICATION 
I wish to call your attention to an 
pr in the June Forum. In a letter from 
Jean Thompson, a resolution on moral 
legislation is included as it appeared in 
the Tulsa Daily World. Therein the res- 
olution is credited to the iversity of 


Colorado Conserv when in 
act it should n credited to the 
Con: tive Club. Also, the entire reso. 


lution was not printed in the article, due 
to ed on the part of The Denver 
Post, which sent the story out over the 
wire. Therefore, with due respect to that 
newspaper for any misunderstanding 
it may have created by editing the res 
olution, I enclose the complete resolution 
as unanimously passed by the Conserv 
ive Club on March 11, 1964 


UNIVERSITY OF COLORADO CONSERV- 
ATIVE CLUB RESOLUTION ON 
MORAL LEGISLATION 

Whereas this club is opposed to 
the imposition of a code of morality 
by one person or group of person 
on another person or group of per- 
sons: and whereas this club considers 
the imposition of a code of mo 
ity by force as а doctrine opposed 
to the idea of a free and voluntary 
society: and whereas laws or regul 
tions controlling morality are mi 
used for the purposes of harassmen 
of the populace by the authorities 
n example being Denver Safety 
per Daniel Hoffman's perse 
tion of an individual in Denver by 
to deny him employ- 
m atening the revocation 
of his employer's liquor license 
therefore, we, the Conserva 
Club of the University of Colo 
condemn the following: 

1. Laws controlling the use of 
narcotics (specifically the Boulder 
Police Department's recent expendi 
ture of money and energy in this 
direction). 

2. Laws controlling gambli 
3. Laws controlling’ prostit 
4. Laws controlling consumption 


of alcoholic beverages. 
5. Laws 


controlling voluntary 
ationships (especially the 
ed Women Students whose 


standard is this control). 

"The club also expressed its disap- 
proval of the following insofar as 
e prime examples of moral 
ion: 

1. The prosecution and persecu- 
tion of Hugh Hefner, Editor- 
Publisher of pLaywoy magazine, 
for ostensible publication of 
pornography. 

2. The Town of Lafayette, Colora- 
do, for their recent and arbitrary 
imposition of a curfew. 
endorsement 


ing system of N. Y. C. which gives 

the police the power to prevent an 
ntertainer from working by deny 

ag a license. 

5. Sunday blue laws and enforce- 

ment of the 


David W. Delcour, Vice-President 
Conservative Club 
University of Colorado 
Boulder, Colorado 
We are happy to restore the Universi- 
ty of Colorado Conservative Club's “Res- 
olution on Moral Legislation” to its 
proper sponsorship, and. regret perpet- 
uating the crror that appeared in the 
copy of the Tulsa Daily World sent to 
us by reader Thompson. 


FREUD ON ASCETICISM 


n the 
igmund Freud, as 
ared in 1908 in cle i 
al Sex Morality and 
Modern Nervousness,” quoted in Vol. 
VII of his Collected Works: 


Generally speaking I 1 
impression that sexual 
does not help to create energe 
able men of acti 
courageous reformers 
ors; more often it creates 
gs who will dip into the big 
crowd later on, while they follow, 
with restraint, the impulses of strong 
individuals. . . . Full withdrawal 
from sex (asceticism) during ado- 
lescence is not the best preparation 
for marriage of a young man. Wom- 
cn unconsciously feel that and pre- 
fer Шохе who have already stood 
the test with other wom 


n. 


‘The same process, Freud points out, is 
also true with women. These thoughts, 
although they may seem old-fashioned, 
are immortal. We must find ways to c 
at people with good intellectual 
litics will not be perma 
nently damaged by unnecessary and 
human pressures of a society of sheep. 

- Hans-Heinrich Kruse 

ankfurt am Main, West Germany 


HOMOSEXUAL FREEDOM 
Part XVI of The Playboy Philoso 
phy represents the most profound and 
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realistic appraisal of sexuality found 
the American press to date. In England, 
there has been substantial support of the 
recommendations of the Wolfende 

Committee, echoed best in this state- 
ment by a group of British Friends: "We 
see no reason why the physical nature of 
а sexual act should be the criterion by 
which the question of whether it is mor- 
al should be decided. An act which (for 
instance) expresses true affection be- 
tween individuals and gives pleasure to 
them both docs not seem to us to be sin- 
ful by reason alone of the fact that it is 
homosexual.” 

In the United States, pLayaoy and 
Hefner stand almost alone in advancing 
sane concept of sexuality. Statistical 
the U.S. has a relatively high incidence 
of rape, murder and larceny, which are 
defined as behavior in violation of hu 
man rights and freedoms; as such, they 
nd should be held criminal and un 
l activity in 
private between consenting adults is the 
rightful concern only of those involved, 
not a violation of human rights 
and freedom—and this remains true re- 
gardless of the num ncidence of 
these contacts. 

Man has the right to be left alone as 
long as the exercise of his righis is not in 
conflict with the rights of others. M 
states are cu idering revision 
of their pen ; when a saner ap- 
proach to man’s sexuality is reflected in 
enced laws, rravnov and Hefner 
e pride in having helped put an 
end to this aspect of man's inhumanity 
to man. 


Charles Philips, President 
Janus Society 
Philadelphia, Pennsylvan 


LIVE AND LET LIVE 
What idiosyncrasy in 
cans finds sex so di 
possibly be that thei 
with the sewage of their own sexual 
es that they cannot sce the beauty 
that underlies the bonds that unite two 
people—even if those two people might 
be living "contrary to the laws of na- 
ture"? Granted, many facets of homos 
ual or heterosexual behavior might be 
distasteful to certain segments of our so- 
ciety, but unfortunately this mid-Victori- 
an clique seems to be the guardian of 
America’s moral character. A 
or me to cross the bounda 
Victorian sexual mores is to be branded 
degenerate, perverse, immoral or amoral. 
As mature adults in a supposedly 
mature society, cach of us is perfectly ca- 


certain Ameri: 


teful? Could it 
iden 


pable of differentiating between that 
which is right and that which is wrong, 
physically, mentally and spiritually. If 


the high priests of mor 
placing us on the sacrificial altar of self- 
righteous piety, using law as the ceremo- 
nial dagger, they shall resurrect a society 
that could parallel the infamous Inquisi- 


lity persist in 


tion of centuries ago. 

No one asks for tea or sympathy: just 
freedom to live as we see fit in a free so- 
ciety. God help the future of our coun- 
wy if we can't, 


Richard L. De Rousse 
New York, New York 


DOING WHAT COMES NATURALLY 
Hefner's Philosophy is marvelous! It's 


straightforward, clearly essed апа 
extremely interesting. I especially en- 
joyed the „Ар installment, and hope 


ns like Hefner's will serve 
our sex laws more in li i 
aqual practices—hopelully before 
our jails fill up with consenti 


Mary Ellen 
Alamo, € 


THE NATURE OF THE NATURAL 

In his Philosopliy, Hefner has pointed 
out in detail the peculiar 
given to the term ural” 
moralists. Having previously 
tered only scientific meanings of "natu. 
ral" and “unnatural,” 1 agreed with 
s arguments, but thought he be- 
bored his point. Recently T attended 
an Inter-Church. Ecumenical Forum at 
which the guest of honor, a 
Catholic priest, in spcaki 
Life," used 
tural” so frequently and in such 
unfamiliar ways that many of us were 
thoroughly confused as to his 
A discussion. period following his talk 
deared up his definitions, and I pass 
them on to rLAYnoY's readers for their 
milar edification: 
tural"—that which is designated as 
natural by the Holy Office in Rome. 

"Unnatural" —hat which is designated 
as unnatural by the Holy Office in Rome. 

Our priest supplied these examples of 
the words usage: Marriage, а natural 
contract deriving from man's natural de- 
sire to procreate, is natural if nothing 
unnatural prevents conception, since 
children are the natural proof of love. 
"The prevention of natural bodily func 
tions by devices like diaphragms is un- 
natural, but is 
spontaneous expressions of love to pr 
vent pregnancy. The use of hormone 
ls to prevent ovulation is n: only 
if used for "therapeutic" reaso 

Perhaps it is useless for Hefner to try 
t0 persuade members of the largest 
Christian sect that their outlook is unnat- 
ural, since by their definition it is his 
outlook that is unnatural, When the 
parties to a discussion differ in their un- 
derstanding of the vocabulary they must 
use, rational discussion may be futile. 

R. C. Radford 
Montreal, Quebec 


by many 
encoun- 


LEGISLATING MORALITY 


For several years 1 have been an on 


again, off-again reader of your magazine. 
However, The Playboy Philosophy is of 
such high iber that 1 feel moved to 
write complimenting you on it. 
our stand against groups, primarily 
gious, which feel it their duty to 
slate the moral standards of others, 


national magazine in some time 

g come from a primarily conserv- 
ative background and having adopted 
some liberal viewpoints during my col- 
lege years, I am now a member of the 
liberal minority of our campus faculty 
and often find myself in a situation simi 
lar to yours—that of having older mem- 
bers of the faculty attempt to legislate 
my moral standards for mc. Armed with 
your editorial and its fine factual back. 
1 have another point in my 


A. H. Baisch 
i Junior College 
lle, New York 


FIGHTING DOCTOR 

Here it is again in all its гозу colors: 
the old c i is 
way back into our community. | hope 
Hefner has not yet wearied of its pres- 
ence, for I want to air my distaste for 
anticipated arrival. 

Enclosed is a copy of a letter [see be 
low] I've sent to the Reverend E. R. De 
Witt, one of the parties associated with 
an effort to impose censorship on drive-in 
theaters here » Angelo. | don't 
know how to fight the thi profe: 
sional man, by resisting more openly I 
might be placing my head on the cco- 
nomic block—which I would not mind if 
by doing so I could successfully defend 
individual freedom. By publicizing the 
injustices of censorship, Hefner's Philos- 
ophy and the Forum discussions make a 
valuable contribution to maintain’ 
our bi loms, and where those 
ls are threatened as they arc 
provide heartening support to 
those of us trying to fight the narrow- 
minded. 


Dear Reverend. DeWitt: 

It is dificult to express myself 
concerning [censorship of films], for 
I suspect it will bring charges of my 
being “pro sin" by those of differing 
opinions. My reference is to the 
the March 18 


cerning your stand against 
scene” movies being show 
drive-in theaters here. 

I am certainly in favor of protect 
ing children and those in their carly 
teens from aspects of life with which 
they are not yet prepared to cope, 
and I agree with you that this age 
group should not be allowed to 
view these films alonc. But this is 
the ity of the theater 


respon 


“gem if the 
does not restrict its cl 
and only then, should local govern- 
ment enter the picture. (Incidental- 
ly. concerning this sime theme, it is 
y opinion that parents should be 
free to decide for themselves what 
movies they wish to take their chil- 
dren to sce.) 

I only hope you will stop and 
reflect rationally on the position in 
which you place yourself. By mak- 
g the statement, "I abhor adults- 
only movies and Im going to do 
everything to get them stopped, or 
at least curtailed,” you are setting 
yourself up as censor for the public 
morals of all adults in this commu- 
v. Obscenity is something very 
difficult to define, you will learn 
if you wy to evaluate and apply the 
Supreme Court definiti 

The big danger is that there i: 
lly no such thing as a “qualified” 
censor, and if power is given to one 
individual or group to censor for all 
of our local society, what is to pre- 
vent them from censoring anything 
that fits their definition of obscen- 
any "adultsonly" 
your abhorrence 
otwithstanding, are works of 
cinematic excellence and do con- 
bute to our understanding of onc 
another and of the world in which 
we live. 

Historically, s or groups 
censor's role have eventually 
ed upon the rights of the in- 
dividual. The men who conceived 
our Constitution recognized this fact. 

nd created a document giving us a 
degrec of individual freedom which 
has been sought by men throughout. 
history. Though I disagree with your 
opinions, | certainly respect your 
right to express them to your con- 
gregation for their individual ac 
ceptance or rejection, and to anyone 
else who would sample your logic. 
But attempting to extend. your in 
fluence beyond this type of expres- 
sion is morally wrong. The only 
proper restrictions to any movies 
should concern juveniles, and. then 
only via theater management rcact- 
g to community sentiment, Let's 

not let comstockery creep into our 

community to erode our right to 

make our own decisions about what 

we shall read, see, hear or thin 
Dr. R. Lattimore Cayness 
San Angelo, Texas 

It is always encouraging to find men 
of high professional standing actively 
engaged in the fight to maintain free- 
dom in their communities and in our 
nation. Hefner will not weary of the 
fight for a free and democratic society, 
and his energies are buoyed by examples 
of enlightened citizenship in action, like 
the foregoing. 


CENSORS RUNNING SCARED 

In comparison to contemporary soci- 
ety’s supreme achievement—the H-bomb 
—The Playboy Philosophy contains life- 
giving qualities in direct proportion to 
Christian philosophy death-dealing 
quantities. Mr. Hefner's magnum opus is 
a milestone that shall endure long after 
all the censors, generals, city corporation 
councils, politicians, Popes, bi 
other anti-life pitifuls have 
dust—providing the antitifers don 
cinerate this planet before the rising 
generation of. prolifers take their 
place governing the world. 
the true philosopher 
are quality of mi 
ness—to pursue truth for truth’s sake no 
matter where it leads, and without re- 
gard to place ог person. Mr. Hefner has 
this rare quality in great quantity. No 
matter what its critics and would-be cen- 
sors say, The Playboy Philosophy has 
had an astonishing and marvelously 
therapeutic effect on many of its pre- 
viously confused 
real 290th Century thinking upon the 
18th and 19th Century managers and 
manipulators of contemporary life 

Although a Catholic by birth, by acci- 
dent of a rebel spirit and a natural pro- 
«уйу for philosophy, I overcame early 
attempts at censorship by parochial 
schools by smuggling into my house 
books they had banned. Among these 
were Thomas Paine's The Age of Reason 


possesses 


and The Rights of Man. 1 disagree with 
Justice Douglas that “the Philistines are 
certain to win.” There may once have 


been some truth to this assertion, but 
the tide has changed since rLavnoy cx- 
ploded on the publishing scene ten years 
ago. The censo . at last, running 
scared before the onslaught of ruth. 

A hearty “Well done!" to Mr. Hefner. 
long and productive life for 
aysoy, which is to me, and 
to many thoughtful Americans, a 
and radiant achievement in the ancient 
and honorable Republic of Letters. 

James J. Owens 
Naugatuck, Connecticut 


APPLAUSE FOR ACLU 
Having followed your Playboy Forum 
feature for several months, 1 would 
to advance a suggestion to all the r 
ers who expressed their displeasure with 
the parochial, Victorian views and ob- 
noxious (if not illegal) tacties of certain 
pressure groups dedicated to the cause of 
censorship, | am confident that no 
thinking American desires to infringe on 
any citizen’s right to say what he thinks 
is "obscene" or in bad taste. However, 
when his protest extends to general boy 
cott or coercion, it becomes a violation 
of the First Amendment guarantees of 
others. 
1 would like to call your readers’ at- 
tention to the yeoman service in the 
(continued on page 166) 


No slide 
projector 


ever looked 
like this 


It's the dramatically 
successful Sawyer's. 


Shows 100 slides 
non-stop with new 
circular tray. Takes 
regular trays, too. 


Can even show up to 40 
slides without a tray. 


No other projector, 
at any price, does | 
so much, so well. | 


From less than $55. 
Deluxe Rotomatic” 
Slide Projector shown, 
less than 5120. 
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It seems there 
was this cow... 


...in 1871 on Chicago's West Side. This cow 
kicked over а lantern and started one of the great 
fires of history. 

After the fire, Chicago was desperately short of 
water. The Jos. Schlitz Brewing Co. of Milwaukee 
sent a ship loaded with beer to Chicago, to the 
immense pleasure of the thirsty citizens. (It was 
almost the first time that Schlitz had been sent 
outside the immediate neighborhood of Mil- 
waukee.) 

The water supply was restored in time, but 
Chicagoans remembered that wondertul beer 
from Milwaukee. They talked about it. They 


wanted more. They sent to Milwaukee for that 
premium quality. 

And that's how Schlitz first became "The Beer 
that made Milwaukee Famous." The start of its 
fame that today spreads around the world. And 
today's Schlitz—the one that gives you real gusto 
in a great licht beer—is even better than Schlitz 
was then. 

That's why we puta cow in a beer ad. Because 
it's a Schlitz ad, we naturally made it a brown cow. 


Schlitz—the Beer that made Milwaukee Famous 
. .. simply because it tastes so good. 


mim CASSIUS CLAY 


a candid conversation with the flamboyantly fast-talking, hard-hitting heavyweight champ 


Tt wasn't until 9:55 on a night last 
February that anyone began to take se- 
tiously the extravagant boasts of Cassius 
Marcellus Clay: That was the moment 
when the redoublable Sonny Liston, sit- 
ling dazed and disbelicving on a stool in 
Miami Beach's Convention Hall, re- 
signedly spat oul his mouthpicce—and 
relinquished the world’s heavyweight 
boxing championship to the brash 
young braggar! whom he, along with the 
nation’s sportswriters and nearly every- 
one else, had dismissed as a loudmouthed 
pushover. 

Leaping around. the ving in a frenzy 
of glee, Clay screamed, “I am the great- 
est! I am the hing!"—the strident 
rallying cry of a campaign of self- 
celebration, punctuated with rhyming 
couplets predicting victory, which had 
rocketed him from relative obscurity as 
a 1960 Olympic Gold Medal winner to 
dubious renown as the "villain" of a ti- 
Пе maich with the least lovable heavy- 
weight champion in boxing history. 
Undefeated in 100 amateur fights and. 
all 18 professional bouts, the cocky 
year-old had become, if not another Joe 
Louis, at least the world’s wealthiest 
poct (with a purse of $600,000), and one 
of its most flamboyant public figures. 

Within 24 hours of his victory, he also 
became sports’ most controversial cause 


"T don't put that much value on no 
heavyweight crown. Time was when I 
did, but that was before I found the 
religious convictions that I have. 1 could 
give up fighting and never look back.” 


célèbre when he announced at a press 
conference thal he was henceforth to be 
billed on fight programs only as Muham- 
mad Ali, his new name as a full-fledged 
member of the Black Muslims, the mili- 
lani nationwide Negro religious cult 
that preaches racial segregation, black 
supremacy and unconcealed hostility to- 
ward whites. 

Amidst the brouhaha that ensued— 
besieged by the world press, berated by 
more temperate. Negro leaders, threat- 
ened with the revocation of his tille— 
Cassius preened and prated in the lime- 
light, using his world-wide platform as а 
pulpit for hymns of self-adulation and 
sermons on the virtues of Islam, Still full 
of surprises, he then proceeded to ap- 
point himself as an international good- 
will ambassador and departed with an 
entourage of six cronies on an 8000-mile 
tour of Africa and the Middle East, 
where he was received by several heads 
of state (including Ghana's Nkrumah 
and Egypt's Nasser), and was accorded, 
said observers, the warmest reception 
етет given an American visitor. 

We approached the mercurial Muslim 
with our request for a searching inter 
view about his fame, his heavyweight 
crown and his faith. Readily consenting, 
he invited us to join him on his peripa- 
tetic social rounds of New York's Har- 
lem, where he rents a three-room suite at 


“We decided to pay Liston a visit at his 
house in Denver. We pulled up in his 
front yard about three o'clock in the morn- 
ing. He had оп nylon shorty pajamas. 
‘What you want, black mother?’ he said.” 


the Hotel Theresa (in which another 
celebrated guest, Fidel Castro, hung his 
hat and plucked his chickens during a 
memorable visit to the UN). 

For the next two weeks, we walked 
with him on brisk morning constitution- 
als, ale with him at immaculate Muslim 
restaurants (no pork served), sat with 
him during his daily shoeshine, rode 
with him in his chauffeured, air-condi- 
tioned Cadillac limousine on leisurely 
drives through Harlem. We interjected 
our questions as the opportunities pre- 
sented themselves—between waves and 
shouts exchanged by the champion and 
ogling pedestrians, and usually over the 
din of the limousine's dashboard phono- 
graph, blaring Clay's recording of 1 Am 
the Greatest.” We began the conversa- 
lion on our own blaring note. 


PLAYBOY: Are you really the loud- 
ued exhibitionist you seem to be, 
or is it all for the sake of publicity? 

CLAY: I been attracting attention ever 
since I been able to walk and talk. When 
1 was just а little boy in school, 1 caught 
onto how everybody likes to 
watch somebody that acts diflerent. Like, 
I wouldn't ride the school bus, I would 
rum to school alongside it, and all the 
Kids would be waving and hollering at 
me and calling me nuts. It made me 
somebody special. Or at recess time, I'd 


near 


“A lot of people ain't going to like this. 
But I'm going to tell you the truth. I 
think Joe Louis, in his prime, could have 
whipped them all—anyone you want to 
name. And 1 would have beat Louis.” 
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BowLy ROSES 


FOR A FRESH 
BOUQUET OF FLAVOR 


Surprises and Pleases Men Who 


Never Thought They'd Enjoy 
Pipe Smoking 


Take any pipe. Fill it with Bowl of 
Roses Aromatic Smoking Mix- 
ture. Light up. Taste the fresh, 
distinctive flavor. Surprised? 
Maybe you never knew a pipe 
could taste so good—so cool, so 
flavorful, so sweet and fresh. No 
pipe could—till Bowl of Roses 
came along. 


Bowl of Roses was originally the 
special private blend of a small 
group of gourmet pipe smokers. 
It’s a unique combination of the 
very finest of imported and do- 
mestic tobaccos, blended with a 
flavoring secret no other smoking 
mixture uses. Bowl of Roses puts 
a fresh bouquet of flavor in any 
pipe. Pleasant for people around 
you, too. Try Bowl of Roses your- 
self. You'll be surprised—and 
pleased. 


s | 
li BOwWL/ROSES | | 


Another Fine Product of 
United States Tobacco Company 


start a fight with somebody to draw a 
crowd. 1 always liked drawing crowds. 
When 1 started fighting serious, 1 found 
out that grown people, the fight fans, 
acted just like those school kids. Almost 
from my first fights, I'd bigmouth to any- 
body who would listen about what I was 
going to do to whocver I was going to 
fight, and people would go out of their 
way to come and see, hoping I would get 
beat. When J wasn't no more than a kid 
fighter, they would put me on bills be- 
cause I was a drawing card, because 1 
run my mouth so much. Other kids 
could battle and get all bloody and lose 
or win and didn’t hardly nobody care, it 
seemed i 


would come in sight, the 
start to holler "Bash in his nose!" or 
“Button his fat lip!" or something like 
that. You would have thought | was 
some well-known pro ten years older 
than T was. But I didn't care what they 
said, long as they kept coming to sce me 
fight. They paid their money, they was 
entitled to a little fun. 

PLAYBOY: How did your first fight come 
about? 


people would 


CLAY: Well, on my twelfth birthday, T 
got a new bicycle as a present from my 
folks, and I rode it to a fair d 


being held at the Columbia Gym 
and when I come out, my bike was gone. 
I was so mad I was crying, and a police- 
man, Joc Martin, come up and I told 
him I was going to whip whoever took 
my bike. He said I ought to take some 
boxing lessons to learn how to whip the 
thief better, and I did. Thats when I 
started fighting. Six weeks later, I won 
my first fight over another boy twelve 
years old, a white boy. And іп a year I 
hüng on TV. Joc Martin advised 
inst tying to just fight my way 
n clubs and pri ries, which 
could take years and maybe get me all 
beat up. He said T ought to uy the 
Olympics, and if I won, that would give 
me automatically а number-ten. pro rat- 
ag. And that’s just what I did. 

PLAYBOY: When did you hit upon the 
gimmick of reciting poetry? 

CLAY: Somewhere а k in them 
carly fights in. Louisville, even before 1 
went to the Olympics, I started thinking 
about the poetry. I told a newspaperman 
before a fight, “This guy must be done/ 
I'll stop him in one.” It got in d 
paper, but it didn't catch on then, Poct- 
ry didn't even catch on with me until a 
later, when I was getting ready to 
t Archie Moore. I think the reason 
then was that he talked so much, T had 
up something new to use on 


news: 


was when I told different re- 
porters, “Moore will go in four.” When 
he did go dowr four, ke I said, 


and the papers made so much of it 
knew I had stumbled on somethi 
good. And something clse I found out 


was how it had bugged Archie Moore. 
Before the fight, some people got it to 
me that he was walking around and 
around in the Alexandria Hotel in Los 
Angeles, saying over and over. “He's not 
going to get me in no four, he's not 
going to get me in no four"—and the 
next thing he knew, he was getting up 
oll the floor. E been making up things 
that rhyme for every fight since 
PLAYBOY: Your poetry has been described 
by many critics as “horrible.” Do you 
think it is? 

CLAY: ] bet my poetry gets printed and 
quoted more than any that’s turned out 
by the poem writers that them critics 
like. I don’t pay no attention to no kind 
of critics about nothing, If they knew 
much as they claim to about what they 
criticizing, they ought to be doing d 
instead of just standing on the side lines 
g their mouth. 

PLAYBOY: As your own best critic, what 
do you consider your finest poem? 
CLAY: І don't know. The one the news- 
papers used the most, though, was the 
time I covered the water front with a 
poem I wrote before my fight with Doug 
Jones. I said, " Jones likes to mix / So ТП 
let it go six. / If he talks jive / TI cut it 
to five. / And if he talks some more / I'll 
cut it to four. / And if he talks about me 
/ Vil cut it to three. / And if that don't 
do / Vil cut it to two. / And if you want 
some fun / ГИ cut it to one. / And if he 
don't want to fight / He can stay home 
that night.” 

PLAYBOY: How often have you been 
right in predicting the round of a 
Knockout? 

CLAY: 1 ain't missed but twice. If you 
figure out the man you're up against, 
and you know what you can do, then 
you can pretty much do it whenever you 
get ready. Once T call the round, I plan 
what I'm going to do in the fight. Like, 
you take Archie Moore. He's a better 
fighter than Sonny Liston. He's harder to 
hit, the way he bobs and weaves, and 
he's L You get careless and. he'll 
drop you. I guess he knows more tricks 
in the ring than anybody but Supar Ray. 
But he was fat and forty-five, and he had 
to be looking for a lucky punch before 
he got tired. 1 just had to pace myself so 
as to tire him. 1 hooked and jabbed him. 
silly the first round, then I coasted the 
second. Right at the end of the second, 
he caught me with a good right on the 
jaw, but it didn't do me no harm. Then 
I started out the third throwing leather 
on him, and when I could feel him wear 
ng down, I slowed up, looking for my 
spots to hit him. And then in the fourth 
round, when I had said he was going 
down, 1 poured it on him again. And he 
did go down; he was nearly out. But he 
got up at eight. А few combinations sent 
him back down, and then the referee 
stopped it. It was just like 1 planned. 
PLAYBOY: In that fight, you were twen- 


Alone at last— 
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ty and Moore was forty-five. It’s often 
been said that you got ro the top by 
beating a succession of carefully picked 
setups. What's your response? 

CLAY: I didn't beat nobody that wasn't 
trying to beat те. I don't care who 1 
fought fair and beat, but they said some- 
ng was wrong. Archie Moore, yeah, 
they said he was an old man. Doug 
Jones, he was one of the toughest fights 1 
ever had. He was one of them wha 
round calls that I missed. 1 had said just 
belore the fight, “I'll shut the door on 
Jones in four,” but it went the limit, ten 
rounds. When the judges and referee 
ive me the decision, everybody was call- 
ig it a fix. Then Henry Cooper in Lon 
don, after he c the fourth 


ght me i 
with a right that sent me through the 


ropes, T took him out in the fifth just 
like 1 had said 1 would; I had said, "It 
ain't mo jive/ Henry Cooper will go in 
five." But sure enough. people said tha 
oper hadn't been in shape. I'm su 
ed they haven't been saying Liston 
underage, or something, since 1 
whipped him good. 
PLAYBOY: To get back to Archie Moore 
for a moment: Do you give him an 
credit, as a master of self-promotion 
for helping you develop your own bally 
hoo technique? 
CLAY: | learned а lot from the old m: 
yeah. He showed me some proof of wha 
1 had already figured out myself, that 
talking d whole lot easier than 
fighting, and it was a way to get up fast. 
Its a shame he wasn't fighting big time 
when he was in his prime. It would have 
been like a young Satchel Paige in the 
big leagues. Т picked up quick how the 
old man would talk up a fight to make a 
gate, how he'd talk it up that the guy he 
wanted next didn't want no part of him. 
But the big difference between the old 
man and me is Fm bigger and louder 
He believed in whisper 
something to reporters for them to pri 
—but I believe in yelling. 
PLAYBOY: At what point in your carcer 
did you fust put this yelling technique 
into practice? 
ctay: Right after 1 had won the Olym- 
pic Gold Medal. One day, back home in 
Louisville, І was riding on а bus. 1 was 
reading a paper about Patterson and In- 
gemar Johansson, I didn’t have no 
doubt I could beat either опе of them, if 
I had a chance to . But Mach 


and better. 


he then 


еп, Folley, Jones and all of them other 
bums were standing in the way, and I 
decided 1 wasn't just about to stand 


arou 


nd like them. I'd won the Olympic 
title, that was all in the papers, but 


hadn't nobody really heard of me, 
though, and they never would as long as 
I just sat thinking about it. Right there 


on that bus is where I figured Td just 
open up my big mouth and start people 
listening and paying attention to me. 


Not just talking, but really screaming, 
and acting like some kind of а nut. That 
day was when I started out after getting 
in the ring with the champion. 


PLAYBOY: Even though you never fought 
him officially, you did run-in of 
sors with Ingemar Johansson, didn't 


Yeah. Boy, I made him 
4! He hired me as his sparring part- 
ner in Miami, and by the end of the first 
round I had him pinned against the 
ropes, all shook up and very mad. And 
he hadn't put a glove on me at the end 
of the second round. You talk about 
somebody upset! He was so mad he 
wanted me to go to P. ch, where 
we could spar in private. Not me! I 
wanted the newspapermen to see me if I 
did anything great and sensational. 
PLAYBOY: Do you feel that you could 
have beaten Johansson 
CLAY: I just finished telling you I did 
beat him. The only difference between 
that and a regular fight was that we had 
on headgear and we didn't have no big 
light сома, and I didn't have no 
contract. 

PLAYBOY: After you had scored victories 
Archie Moore, Charley Powell, 
Doug Jones and Henry Cooper, how did 
you go about yo mpaign to get a 
match with Listor 
ctay: Well, the big thing 1 did is that 
until then, 1 had just been loudmouth 
ing mostly for the public to hear me, 
to build up gates for my fights. I hadn't 
never been messing person with 
whoever I was going to еһе апа that's 
w 1 started when it was time to go af 
er Liston. I had been studying Liston 
areful, all along, ever since he had 
come up in the rankings, and Patterson 
was trying to duck him. You know wl 
Patterson was saying—that Liston had 
such a bad police record, and ра 
ord and all that. He wouldn't be а good 
example for boxing like Patterson would 
—the pure, deancut American boy. 
PLAYBOY: You were saying you had bcen 
studying Liston . . . 

сідү: Yeah. His fighting 
strength. His punch. Li —but d 
was just part of what I was looking at. 
Any fighter will study them things about 
somebody he wants to fight. The big 
thing for me was observing how Liston 
acted out of the ring. E read everything I 
could where he had bec 


ilm. Be: 


over 


on rec- 


style. His 


interviewed. 1 


talked with people who had been 
around him, or had talked with him. I 
would lay in bed and put all of the 


things together and think about them, 
to wy to get a good picture of how his 
mind worked, And that's how I first got 
the idea that if T would handle the thing 
right, I could use psychology on him 
“you know, needle him and work on his 
nerves so bad that 1 would have him 


beat before he ever got in the ring with 
me. And that's just what I did! 
PLAYBOY: How? 

CLAY: I n I set out to make hı 
think what 1 wanted him thinking: that 
all I was was some clown, and that he 
ncver would have to give a second 
thought to me being able 10 put up any 
real fight when we got to the ring. The 
more out of shape and overconfident I 
could get him to be, the һсист. The 
body—I didn't want nobody 
except that L was a 
joke. Listen here, do you realize that of 
all them ring “experts” on the newspa- 
pers, wasn't hardly one that wasn't as 
carried away with Liston's reputation as 
Liston himself? You know what 
everybody was writing? ng | had 
been w my fights, calling the 
rounds, be nothing" 
fighters. Like I told you already, even 
with people like Moore and Powell and 
Jones and Cooper, the papers found 
some excuse; it never was that maybe I 
could fight. And when it come to Liston, 
they was all sa t was the end of the 
line for me. 1 ht even get killed in 
there; he was going to put his big fist 
n my big mouth so far thcy going 
to have to get doctors to pull it out, stul 
like that. You couldn't read nothing 
else. That's how come, later on, I made 
them reporters tell me 1 was the great- 
est. They had been so busy looking at 
Liston’s record with Patterson that didn't 
nobody stop to think about how it was 
making Liston just about a setup for me. 
PLAYBOY: Would you elaborate? 

CLAY: T told you. Overconfidence. When 


me: 


n 


was 


Liston finally got to Patterson, he 
heat him so bad, plus that Patterson 
looked so bad, that Liston quit think- 


ing about keeping himself trained. 1 
don't care who a fighter is, he has got to 
stay in shape. While I was fighting Jones 
nd Cooper, Liston was up to his neck 
in all of that rich, fat ritual of the cham- 
pion. Td nearly clap my hands every 
time I read or heard about him at some 
оп or ceremony, up half the 
ng and all that. 1 was 
looking at Liston's too, Wasn't noth- 
ing about him helping him to be sharp 
for me, whenever 1 got to him. I ain't. 
understood it yet that didnt none of 
experts" ever realize these thi 

What made it even better for me was 
when Liston just half-trained for the 
Patterson rematch, and Patterson looked 
worse yet—and Liston signed to fight 
me, not rating me even as good as he did 
Patterson. He felt like he was getting 
ready to start off on some bum-of-the- 
month club like Joe Louis did. He 
couldn't sce nothing at all to me but 
mouth. And you know I didn't make 
no sound that wasn't planned to keep 
him thinking in that rut. He spent more 
time at them Las Vegas g ng tables 
than he did at the punching bag. He was 


them 
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getting fatter and flabbier every day, 
and 1 was steady hollering louder to 
keep him that ver "Tm going to skin 
the big bear! . “Tm the greatest!” 
“Pm so preuy T can't hardly stand 

to look at myself!" Like that. People 
ў а blowhard, but they'll al- 
to him. Even people in Eu- 
rope and Africa and Asia was hearing 
my big mouth. J didn’t miss no radio or 
sion show or newspaper I could get 
in. And in between them, on the street, 
Га walk up to people and they'd tell 
one another about what “that crazy 
Cassius Clay" said. And then. on top of 
what the public didit know was 
chance I got, I was need 


PLAYBOY: How? 
CLAY: 1 don't see no harm in telling it 
The first time, it was right after 
bought his new home in 
ad my buddies and me was 
from Los Angeles i0 New York 
п my bus. This was Archie Robinson, 
€ of business for me, and 
the photographer, 
а some more buddies. I had bought 
passenger bus, a 1953 

you know, the kind you see 
around airports. We had painted it red 
and white with WORLD'S MOST COLORFUL 
FIGHTER across the top. Then I had 
LISTON MUST CO IN EIGHT painted across 
the side right after Liston took the title. 
We had been driving around Los 
geles, and up and down the freeway 
the bus, bl the horn “О 
Oink! Oink ing people's atuen- 
a to me. When I say I'm colorfu 
believe in being colorful. Anyw: 
ti when we started out for New York, 
we decided it would be a good timc to 
pay Liston a visit at his new ho 
We had the address [rom the news, 
pers, and we pulled up in his front yard 
in the bus about three o'clock in the 
morning and started blowing: “Oink! 
Oink! Oink! Oink!" In other hous 
lights went on and windows went up. 
You know how them white people felt 
about that black man just moved in 
there anyway, and we sure w 
ing it none. People was holleri 
and we got out with the head 


па he was mad. 
He fist recognized Howard Bingham, 
the photographer, whom he had seen in 
Los Angeles. "What you want, black 
mother?" he said to Howard. 1 was 
ing right behind Howard, 
cane back and forth in the headlights, 
hollering loud enough for everybody in 
a mile to hear n “Cor on out of 
there! I'm going to whip you right now! 
Come on out of there and protect your 
home! If you don't come out of that 
door, I'm going to break it down!" 
You know that look of Liston’s you 


hear so much about? Well, he sure had it 
on standing in that door that night 
Man, he was tore up! He didn't know 
what to do. He wanted to come out 
there after me, but he was already in 
enough troubles with the police and 
everything. And you know, if а man 
figures you're crazy, he'll think twice be- 
fore he acts, because he figures you're 
liable to do anything. But before hc 
could make up his mind, the police came 
rushing in with all their sirens going, and 
they broke it up, telling us we would be 
arrested for disturbing the peace if we 
didn't get out of there. So we left. You 
can bet we laughed all the way to New 
York. 

PLAYBOY: You said this was your first di 
rect needling of Liston. What came next? 
clay: Every time I got anywhere near 
him, I'd needle him. Sometimes it was 
just little things. I had to keep right on 
him, because I knew he was confused. 
He had told different people, who got 
it to me, that he was just going along 
with my clowning because it would help 
ild up a gate that would make 
for him. So at first I couldn't get 
a really mad, because he had this id 
xed in his mind. But I kept right on 
working on him. A man with Liston's 
kind of mind is very funny. He ain't 
what you would call a fast thinker. Like 
Tam. 

PLAYBOY: What do you mean by the 
ind of mind” Liston has? 

CLAY: He's got one of them bulldog 
id of minds. You understand what I 
mean. Once he ever starts to thinking 
something, he won't let hold of it quick. 
PLAYBOY: And you feel that your mind 
is faster? 

CLAY: І know it is. What I did to 
ton proves it. ГЇЇ tell you another way I 
know. Nobody ever could have conned 
me the way 1 did him. If 1 know а man 
is going to get in the ring and try to 
beat me, and take the title, then any- 
thing he does outside of regular train- 
ing, 1 figure he's got some good reason, 
and I'd sit down and give his actions 
careful examination. Liston didn't never 
even (hink about doing that. Neither did 
nobody around him, all of his advisors 
and trainers—didn't even nonc of them 
think about it. Even if they had, they 
sure couldn't have never told him that I 
represented danger. He was too fixed in 
his thinking. That's what I mean by his 
kind of mind. 

PLAYBOY: What other direct con 
tions did you 
fight? 

CLAY: Well, another time was just be- 
fore we signed to fight. It was in Las Ve- 
gas. I was there to be on David Brinkley's 
Journal, and it didn't take me no time 
to find Liston at a gambling table. Peo- 
ple was standing around watching him 
He was shooting craps, and I walked up 
behind him and reached and took some 


onta- 
e with Liston before the 
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of his chips. He turned around, and 1 
said, "Man, you can't shoot dice!” But he 
was good-humored. Maybe it was be- 
cause the people were watching, and 
maybe he was seeing me helping build 
up a gate for the fight we were about to 
sign for—or maybe he was winning some- 
thing for a change. I don't know what it 
was that put him in good spirits, but T 
just kept right on him. I'd snatch up the 
dice from him. I could see I was begin- 
ning to get to him a little, but not 
ough. Finally, I had to shoot a loaded 
vater pistol on him. That did it. But he 
still played it cool, trying to show the 
pcople he was trying to humor me. Nat- 
lly, the word had spread and people 
were piling around us. But th 


s go on 


. He said real quiet, "Ler 
over here,” and he led the w: 
ble, and the people hung | 
going to lie. This was the only time 
since I have known Sonny Liston that he 
really scared me. J just felt the power 
and the meanness of the man T was mess- 
ing with. Anybody tell me about how he 
as fought cops and beat up tough thugs 
and all of that, I believe it. I saw that 
streak in him. He told me, “Get the hell 
out of here or ГЇЇ wipe you out.” 
PLAYBOY: What did you do? 
CLAY: I got the hell out of there. 1 told 
you, he had really scared me. 
PLAYBOY: Did you consider giving up 
ur campaign to rattle him? 
CLAY: Oh, no, I never did think about 
s 1 got time to think about 
how he had reacted, I saw 1 had started 
irst time to really get under his 
n, and I made up my mind right then 
that by the time we got to Miami in 
ning, 1 was going to have him so mad 
that he would forget everything he knew 
bout fighting, just trying to kill me. 
PLAYBOY: Was the scene you made at 
the airport, when Liston arrived in Mi- 
ami, part of the p 
CLAY: You know it. They were making 
such a big thing of his arriving, you 
would have thought the Cubans was 
landing. Well, I wasn’t just about to 
miss that! Liston came down off 
plane, all cool, and the press was 
around waiting for an interv 
was when I rushed in the scene, holler- 
ing, “Chump! Big ugly bear! I'm goi 
to whip you right now!" Stull 
that. Police were grabbing for me and 
holding nd 1 was trying to break 
Шу I did. 1 could see I was 
Liston on. I got up close 
enough to him and he gave me that evil 
look a but I wasn't even th " 
about him. ^Look, this clownin "s not 
cute, and I'm not joking.” he said. And T 
nearly threw a fit. “Joking? Why, you 
big chump, ГЇ whip you right here!” 
And people were grabbing me а 
and somebody had rushed up one of 
them little VIP cars they have at air- 


ports. They got Liston, his wife and hi 
bodyguard in it. Joe Louis and Jack Ni- 
lon were trying to calm things down. I 
saw the little car taking off down the 
tunnel. So I broke loose 
after it. 1 was wa 
lering at Liston. In the tunnel, 1 guess 
he told the driver to stop, and he hopped 
olf. Was he mad! He hollered, “Listen, 
you little punk, ГИ punch you in ше 
mouth—this has gone too far!" Then 
people was rushing in and hollering at 
both of us, and I was throwing off my 
"Соте on chump, 
ly Liston swung at me, 
and I ducked. He didn't know he'd had 
his preview of the fight right then. 
PLAYBOY: Who won? 

CLAY: I bet you it went on two hours 
before it really got settled. There weren't 
no more swings, but Joe Lou 1 
Jack Nilon and the cops and bodyguards 
got Liston in the airport lounge, and 
they were guarding the doors to keep me 
out. ] was banging my canc on the door, 
holl ! TI fight you free!” I 
knew everybody inside could he me. 
They couldn't hear nothing else but me. 
“Free! You think I'm jiving, chump? I11 
fight you free, right here 
PLAYBOY: And, of course, it was a 
CLAY: Completely—and it 
building the gate. At least, if it hadn't 


been for the reporters, it would have 
been a better gate. But right then I 
didn't want nobody in Miami, except at 
пу camp, thinking 1 wasn't crazy. 1 


want nobody never th 
nothing about I had any fighting ability. 
PLAYBOY: Why do you that il it 
hadn't been for the reporters, the gate 
would have bi bett 
CLAY: They made people th 
Liston was so mean and 1 was so 
that they would be throw 
ey to buy a ticket 
teen thousand s t Convention 
Hall, and it was only about half full. I 
read where the promoter, Bill MacDon- 
ld, lost something like three hundred 
thousand dollars. But he sure can't 
blame me for it. I was the one that let 
п get scat prices up as high as two 
hundred and fifty dollars. I was the first. 
fighter who ever talked a into 
being bounced off Telstar to fifty n 
tions. 1 got more publicity than any fight 
ever had. I'm colorful when I rumble. 
But the people listened to the so-called 
“experts.” If they had listened to me, 
that Convention Hall would have been 
overflowing even if they had charged 


nk that 
othing 
; mon- 


twice the price 
PLAYBOY: 


But the reportes attitudes, 


‚ were in the best interests 
of your strategy. 

лү: Irs six of one and half a dozen 
of the other. They still made me mad. 
But, lookahere, I wasn't nearly about 
done with Liston yet. I mean, right up 
to the fight I was messing with him. Ev- 


erybody in my camp carried canes and 
wore jackets with BEAR-HUNTING across 
the back. Guys from my camp went into 
Liston's camp, standing around. watch- 
ing him training, until Liston quit to 
personally order them out. We put out 
the word that we was going to raid Lis 
ton's camp. He got so jumpy and under 
strain that every day, different reporters 
would come telling me, serious, “Stop 
angering that man—he will literally kill 
you!” Tt was music to my ears. It mx 
if he was that mad, he had lost all sense 
of reasoning. If he wasn't thinking noth- 
ing but killing me, he wasn't thinking 
fighting. And you got to think to fight. 
PLAYBOY: The press was gencrally un- 
impressed with your workouts, and the 
Liston camp knew it, Was that part of 
your plan, too? 

CLAY: You ain't so stupid. I made sure 
nobody but my people saw me really 
ш out. If anybody else was around, 
I didn't do no more than go through 
motions. But look, I’m going to tell you 
where Liston really lost the fight. Or 
when he lost it. Every day we had be 
leaking word over there that we were 
going to pull our raid that day. The 
Liston people got to the mayor and 
the police, and we got cautioned that 
we'd be arrested if we did it. So we made 
а court case out of it. We requested legal 
permission to picket Liston's camp, but 
we were told that a city ordinance pre 
vented carrying signs. We had paid, I re- 
three hundred and twenty-five 
dollars for signs like mc vcr v BEAR, BEAR- 
HUNTING SEASON, TOO PRETTY TO BE A 
FIGHTER, BEAR MUST FALL, and like th 
So we taped the signs all over my bus. 1c 
wasn't no ord ist signs on a 
bus. And we loaded the bus up with peo- 
ple from my can 
age girls, and we dr 
aused such 
off from watching Liston train, and we 
hea ly had a fit. One of his 
men—I know his name, but I guess I bet 
ter not call it—even pulled a knife on 
Howard Bingham. Joe Louis run and 
asked the guy what in the world was the 
matter with him. But that's the day Lis. 
ton lost. We heard he went to pieces, It 
t long before the weigh-in, where 
they said I was the one went to pieces. 
PLAYBOY: One doctor described your con. 
duct at the weigh-in as “dangerously dis- 


r there and 
commotion that people left 


wa: 


turbed." Another said you acted “scared 
10 death." And seasoned sportswriters 
used such terms as “hyste and 


“schizophrenic” in reporüng your u 
trum, for which you were fined twenty- 
five hundred dollars. What was the real 


CLAY: | would just say that it sounds 
like them doctors and sportswriters had 
been listening to each other. You know 
what they said and wrote them thin: 
for—to match in what they expected w 
about to happen. Thats what 1 keep on 
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telling you. If all of them had had their 
way, І wouldn't have been allowed in 
the ring. 

PLAYBOY: Had you worked out a fight 
plan by this timc? 

CLAY: І figured out my strategy and an- 
nounced it months before the fight: 
loat like a butterfly, sting like a bee," 
is what I said. 
PLAYBOY: We read that. 
cifically did you mean? 
CLAY: To start with, I knew that L 
ton, overconfident as he was, and helped 
by reading wh: 


Dut what spe- 


п two rounds. I don't 
know if you happened to read it later 
that some of his handlers admitted 
the fight, that. this wa 
did. So that was my guide how to u 
to pace myself. You know, a fighter can 
condition his body to go hard certain 
rounds, then to coast certain rounds. No- 
body can fight fifteen rounds. So I 
trained to fight the first two rounds, 

to protect myself from getting hit by L 
ton. I knew that with the third, he'd s 
tiring, then he'd get worse every round. 
So 1 tained to coast the third, fourth 
d fifth rounds, 1 1 two reasons for 
that. One was that 1 wanted to prove I 
had the ability to stand up to Liston. 
‘The second rc; I wanted. 
him to wear himself out and get desper- 
ate. He would be throwing wild punch- 
es, and missing. I 1 just did that as long 
as he lasted on his feet, I couldn't miss 
winning the fight on points. And so I 
conditioned myself to fight [ull st 
from the sixth through the ni 
if it lasted that long. I never did think it 
would go past nine rounds. That's why T 
announced Га take him in eight. I 
red Га be in command by the sixth. 
Га be careful—not get hit—and I'd cut 
him up and shake him up until he 
would be just blind, and 
was nearly а 
эте time in the 
d thrown some punch 


nd 


t 


eighth, when he h 
and left himself just right, Га be all set, 
and Fd drop him. 


Listen here, man, I knew I was going 
to upset the world! You know the only 
ed that 


thing I was seared of? 1 was sca 
some of them newspaper “experts” was 
going to quit praising Liston's big fists 
Jong enough to wake up and sec what 
day to me and my 
they printed it, that Lis- 
camp people might be able to get 
to his skull. But 1 was lucky: that 
didn't happen. Them newspaper people 
couldn't have been working no better 


for me if 1 had been paying them. 
PLAYBOY: Thea the fight went about 
as you had planned? 


CLAY: Almost. He came in there at two 
hundred and twenty pounds, and un- 
trained to go more than two rounds, and 
as old as he is—too old—against a 


and I didn't have an ounce of fat on me 
n't have no respect for me as 
cr. He was figuring on killing me 
de of two rounds. He was a perfect 
setup. If you remember, 1 didn't throw 
many punches, but when I did, they 
le their mark. I have ious combi- 
nations, and just like I had planned, I 
hurt his body and I closed his eyes. 
PLAYBOY: But Lison did do you some 
damage, too. 

CLAY: You don't expect to fight no 
fighter without geting hit sometime 
But you don't want to get hurt bad, and 
knocked out—1thar's the point. Yeah, he 
hit me some damaging punches. With all 
the talking I been doing, ain't nobody 
never heard me say Liston cant hit. He 
got me in the first with a right to the 
stomach. In the second, I made the mis- 
take of getting maneuvered on the ropes, 
d he got in some good shots. And in 
the last of that second round, after I h 
cut his eye, he really staggered m 
lor a minute with a long, h 
fact, he did me more damage with that 
than any other punch. In the fifth, when 
that stuli—rosin, I. guess it was—was in 
my eyes, and I couldn't see, he hit me 
with a good left hook to the head. 
PLAYBOY: Would you be able to give 
us а round-by-round account of the fight 
from your viewpoint? 

CLAY: Yeah, I guess I could. The first 
round, I beat him out, dancing, to keep 
from geuing hit. He was shuffling that 
way he does, giving me that evil сус. 
Man, he meant to kill me, 1 ain't kid- 
ding! He was jabbing his left—but m 
ng. And I was backpedaling, bobbing, 
ng, ducking. He m with а 
right hook that would have hurt me. I 
got away from that, but that was when 
he got me with that right to my stomach. 
I just kept running, watching his eyes. 
Liston's eyes tip you when he's about to 
throw a heavy punch. Some kind of way, 
they just flicker. He didn't drca 
Га suddenly stop running when I 
you remember—and I hit him with a 
good lelt а Hurry of lefts and 


wei sed 


as good for points, you 
ilte 


He nearly flipped, and came 
me like a bull. I was hitting a 
at the sume time; that's how neither one 
the bell, and still 
1 remember I got to my 
thinking, “He was supposed to 
kill me. Well, I'm still alive. 
Dundee was wor 
mile ute, T just watched Liston, so 
mad he didn’t even sit down. 1 thought 
to myself, "You gonna wish you had rest- 
cd all you could when we get past th 
next round." I could hear some radio or 
television expert, all excited, you know 
the way they chatter. The big news was 
that P hadn't been counted out yet 
Then, at the second-round bell, just 
like Т knew he would, Liston come at me 
throwing everything. He was going to 


was 


make up for looking so bad that I had 

sted one round. This was when he got 
me on the ropes, where cverybody had 
said he was supposed to kill me. He hit 
me some, but I weaved and ducked away 
from most of his shots. I remember one 
time feeling his arm grazing the back of 
my neck and thinking—it was like I 
shouted to myself—"All I got to do is 
keep this up." And 1 got out from under 

ad 1 caught him with some lefts and 
. Then I saw that first cut, high up 
on his cheekbone. When a man’s first 
cut, it usually looks a bright pink. Then 
I saw the blood, and I knew that eye was 
my target from then on. It was my con- 
centrating on that cut that let me get 
ught with the hardest punch 1 took, 
that long left. It rocked me back. But he 
cither didn't realize how good I was hit 
or he was already getting tired, and he 

idn't press his chance. I sure heard the 
bell that time. 1 needed to get to my cor- 
ner to get my head clear. 

Starting in the third round, I saw his 
expression, how shook he was that we 
were still out there and he was the one 
cut and bleeding. He didn't know wh 
to do. But T wasn't about to get careless, 
like Conn did that time against Joe 
Louis. Thi supposed to be one of 
my coasting, resting rounds, but I 
couldn't waste no time. I needed onc 
more good shot. for some more insur- 
ance with that eye. So when the bell 
rang, I just tested him, to sce was he ti 

g: and he was; and then I got him into 
the ropes. It didn't take but one good 
combination. My left was square on his 
right eye, and a right under his left eye 
opened a deep gash. Т knew it was deep, 
the way the blood spurted right out. 1 

w his face up close when he wiped his 
glove at that cut and saw the blood. At 
that moment, let me tell you, he looked 
like he's going to look twenty years from 
now. Liston was tiring fast in the fourth, 
and D was coasting. We didn't neither 
onc do very much. But you can bet it 
wasn't nobody in there complaining they 
wasn't getting their money's worth. 

Then, in the fifth, all of a sudden, aft- 
er onc exchange of shots, there was а 
feeling in my eyes like some acid was in 
them. 1 could see just blurry. When the 
bell sounded. it felt like fire, and I could 
just п t back to my corner, telling 
Angelo, “I can't see!” And he was sw: 
bing at my eyes, I could hear that excit- 
ed announcer: having a fit 
"Something seems to be wrong with 
Clay!" It sure was something wrong, I 
didn't care if it was a heavyweight title 
fight 1 had worked so long for, I wasn't 
going out there and get murdered be- 
cause I couldn't see. Every time I blinked 
it hurt so bad I said, "Cut off my gloves, 
Angelo—leave me out of here.” Then I 
heard the bell, and the referee, Barney 
Felix, yelled to me to get out there, and 
at the same time Angelo was pushing 


b. 


he w 
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me up, shouting, “This is the big one, 
daddy. We aren't going to quit now!" 
And I was out ther in. blinking. An- 
gelo was shouting, y away from 
lim! Stay away!" T. got my left in Lis- 
ton's face and kept it there, kind of stav- 
ing him off, and at the same time I knew 
where he was. E was praying he wouldn't 
guess what was the matter. But he had to 
sce me blinking. and then he shook me 
with that left to the head and a lot of 
shots to the body. Now, I ain't too sorry 
it happened, because it proved I could 
take Liston's punching. He had found 
pect for me, see? He wasn't 
going so much for the knockout: he was 
trying to hurt my body. then try for a 
kill. Man, in that round, my pl 
gone. 1 was just trying to keep alive, 
hoping the tears would wash out my 
eyes. T could open them just enough to 
get a good glimpse of Liston, and then 
hurt so bad I blinked them closed again. 
Liston was snorting like а horse. He w; 
trying to hit me squ: d D was just 
moving every which way, because I knew 
if he connected right, it could be all over 
right there. 

But in the corner after that fifth 
round, the їшї pretty well washed out 
of my eyes. ] could s 
ready to carry the fight io Li ton, And 1 
my second wind now, 
d condi PORE. | myself, чо 
ight, like I w: u. My corner 
were calling to 

* They knew T was 
ly to go the next three rounds at top 
«LI knew T was going to make 
rible. T hit him with 
row, until he doubled up. I 
ember thinking sometl 
‚ you old sucker! You try to be so 
ig and bad!" He was gone. He knew 
he couldn't kıst. It was the first time in 
the fight that I set myself flat-footed. 1 
missed a right that might have dropped 
him. But I jabbed Jabbed at that cut 
under his eye, until it was wide open 
and bleeding worse than before. 1 knew 
he wasn't due to last much longer. Then, 
ight at the end of the round, I rocked 
back his head with two left hooks. 

1 got back to my stool, and under me I 
could hear the press like they was gone 
wild. P twisted around 1 hollered 
down at the reporters right under m 
“rm gonna upset the world!" 1 nev 
will forget how their faces was lool 
ing up at me like they couldn't be 
it. T happened to be looking right at 
ton when ti warn buzzer sounded, 
and I didn't believe it when he spat out 
his mouthpiece. I just couldn't believe it 
—but there it was laying there. And the 
something just told me he wasn't coming 
out! 1 e 1 come off that 
stool like it was red hot. Jr's a funny 
thing, but I wasn't even thinking about 
king about nothing 
e press. АП of them 


Liston loa 


whoop 


Liston—I was u 
but that hypoer 


down thei 
boi 


id wrote so much about me 
ud to get killed by the big fists. It 
was even rumors that right after the 
weigh-in I had been taken to the asylum 
somewhere, and another rumor that 1 
had caught a plane and rum off. I 
couldn't think about nothing but all 
that. I went dancing around the ring, 
hollering down at them reporters, “Eat 
your words! Eat! Eat!" And I hollered 
at the people, "I am the king!" 
PLAYBOY: Despite your victory, the fight 
ended under a cloud of doubt about the 
genuineness of Liston's arm injury. 
What's your own opinion? 

CLAY: Eight doctors said his arm was 
hurt. I ain't going to argue with no eight 
doctors! opinion. And I don't mean that 
I think nothing different at all. You take 
a man punching with the strength and 
force Liston has in a punch; if all he 
connects with is air—because wherever 
he hit, I wasn't there—then, yeah, I 
think it explains how he could have torn 
a muscle. 

PLAYBOY: There was another controversy 
about the honesty of your failure to pass 
the three Army preinduction qualifica- 
n tests that you took shortly after the 
fight. Any comment? 

CLAY: The truth don't hurt nobody. 


The fact is I never was too bright in 
ely graduated. I had a 


school. I just bi 
D-minus average. I ain't ashamed of it, 
though. I mean, how much do school 
principals make а month? But when I 
looked at a lot of the questions they had 
on them Army tests, I just didn't know 
the answers. I didn't even know how to 
start alter finding the answers. That's 
all. So I didn't pass. It was the Army's 
decision that they didn't want me to go 
in the service. They're the boss. I don't 
want to say no whole lot about it. 
PLAYBOY: Was it embarrassing to be de- 
dared mentally unfit? 

лү: I have said I am the greatest. 
Ain't nobody ever heard me say I was 
the smartest. 

PLAYBOY: What is your feeling about the 
fact that your purse was withheld after 
the fight? 

CLAY: P don't understand it. I'm not 
involved in any tax problems. How can 
they justify holding up my moncy? But 
let me tell you something: Money and 
riches don't mean nothing to me. I don't 
care nothing about being no rich indi- 
vidual. I'm not living for glory or for 
fame; all this is doomed for destruction. 
You got it today, tomorrow it’s gone. I 
got bigger things on my mind than that. 
I got Islam on my mind. 
PLAYBOY: Speaking of Islam, 
tional Boxing Association announced 
that it was considering the revocation of 
your heavyweight tile because of your 
membership in the Black Muslims, 
which you announced just after the 
fight. Have you heard any official word 
on their decision? 


'Iwo-timer. 
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CLAY: It just filed out. But until it 
did, die N.B. A. was going to condemn 
me, try me, sentence me and execute me, 
all by themselves. Ain't this country sup- 
posed to be where every man can have 
the religion he wants, even no religion if 
that's what he wants? Tt ain't a court in 
America that would take a man's job, or 
his title, because of his religious convic- 
tions. The Constitution forbids Congress 
from making any laws involving a man's 
religion. But the N. B. A. would take it 
on itself to take away my title—for what? 
What have I done to hurt boxing? I've 
helped boxing. 1 don't smoke, 1 don't 
drink, I don't bother with nobody. Ain’ 
it funny they never said nothing about 


Liston? He's been arrested for armed 


robbery, beating up cops, carrying con- 
селей weapons, and I don't know what 
all. And how come they didn't lift Gene 
Fullmer's title? He was a Mormon. His 
religion believes Negroes are inferior 
they ban Negroes from membership. But 
all right. The N. B. A. don't 
have no power noway. They can't stop 
nobody from fighting. And even if they 
could, it wouldn't matter, because I 
don’t put that much value on no heavy 
weight crown anyway. Time was when 
I did, but that was before I found the 
religious convictions that 1 have. When 1 
started getting attacked so bad because I 
am a Muslim, I had to decide, if it 
would come to me having to give up one 
or the other, what was most important. 
to me, my religion or my fighting. I 
made up my mind that I could give up 
fighting and never look back. Because 
t's a whole pile of other ways I could 
make a living. Me being the world heavy- 
weight champion feels very small and 
cheap to me when I put that alongside 
of how millions of my poor black broth- 
ers and sisters are having to struggle just 
to get their human rights here in Amer 
ca. Maybe God got here for a sac 
rifice. 1 don't know. But I do know that 
God don't want me to go down for 
standing up. 

PLAYBOY: What or who made you de- 
cide to join the Muslims? 

CLAY: Nobody or nothing made me de- 
cide. 1 make up my mind for myself. In 
1060, in Miami, I was training for a 
fight. It wasn't long after 1 had won the 
1960 Olympic Gold Medal over there in 
Rome. Herb Liler was the fellow I was 
going to fight, I remember. 1 put him on 
the floor in four. Anyway, one day this 
Muslim minister came to meet me and 
he asked me wouldn't I like to come to 
his mosque and h bout the history 
of my forefathers. I never had heard no 
black min talking about no forefathers, 
except that they were slaves, so T went to 
a me g- And this minister started 
teaching, and the things he said really 
shook me up. Things like that we twenty 
million black people in America didn't 
know our t identities, or even our 


true family names. And we were the di- 
rect descendants of black men and wom- 
en stolen from 
nd brought here and stripped of all 
knowledge of themselves and taught to 
hate themselves and their kind. And 
that's how us so-called “Negroes” had 
come to be the only race among man- 
kind that loved its enemies. Now, I'm the 
Kind that catches on quick. I said to my- 
self, listen here, this man’s saying some- 
m" I hope don't nobody never hit 
me in the ring hard as it did when that 
brother minister said the Chinese are 
med after China, Russians after. Rus- 
Cubans after Cuba, It 
ly, the English after England, 
on down the everybody 
for somewhere he could call home, ex- 
cept us. He said, "What country are we 
so-called "Negroe ed for? No cou 
try! We are just a lost race." Well, 
boom! That really shook me up. 
PLAYBOY: Was that when you joined the 
Muslims? 

CLAY: Not right then, no. Before 1 joined. 
I attended а lot of mosque meetings 
different places I went, I never did 
come out of a meeting not understand- 
ing something I hadn't or exei 
thought about before. Everywhere 1 
looked, I started seeing things in a new 
light. Like, 1 remember right in our 
house back in Louisville, all the pictures 
on the walls were white people. Nothing 
about us black people. A picture of a 
white Jesus Christ. Now, what painter 
ever saw Jesus? So who says Jesus was 
white? And all my life, I had been seeing 
the black man getting his head whipped 
by the white 1, and stuck in the white 
man's jails, and things like that. And 
myself, I had to admit that up to then, I 
had always hated being black, just like 
other Negroes, hating our kind, instead 
of loving nother. The more I saw 
and thought, the m 
sense to me. Whatever I'm for, I 
have believed in talking it up. 
first thing you know, I was in 
cetings calling out just like the г 
“Right, brother! Tell it, brother! Keep 
it coming!" And today my religion is 
Islam, and I'm proud of it. 

PLAYBOY: How has it changed your life? 
CLAY: In every way. It’s pulled me up 
and cleaned me up as a human being. 
PLAYBOY: Can you be more explicit 
CLAY: Well, before 1 became a Muslim, 
Т used to drink. Yes, I did. The truth is 
the truth. And after 1 had fought and 
beat somebody, 1 didn't hardly go no 
where without two big, pretty women 
beside me. But my change is one of the 
things that will mark me as a great man 
п history. When you can hteous 
п the hell of North America—wh. 
man can control his life, his physical 
necds, his lower self, he elevates himself. 
The downfall of so many great men is 


one 


па 


they haven't been able to control 
their appetite for women. 

PLAYBOY: But you have? 

QAY: We Muslims don't touch a wom- 
an unless we're married to her. 
PLAYBOY. Arc you saying that you don't 
have affairs with women? 

CLAY: I don't even Kiss а woman. Im 
ashamed of myself, but sometimes I've 
aght myself wishing I had found Islam 
bout five years from now, maybe—with 
all the temptations I have to resist. But I 
don't even kiss none, because you get 
too close, it's almost impossible to stop. 


I'm a young man, you know, in the 
prime of life. 
PLAYBOY: You mention temptations. 


What are they? 
CLAY: All types of women—white wom- 


еп, too—ma at me. Girls find 
out where I live and knock at the door 
at one and two in the morning. They 


r pictures and phone num- 
please just telephone them, 
they would like to meet me, do T need 
secretary? Туе even had girls come up 
here wearing scarves on their heads, with 
no make-up and all that, wying to act 
like young Muslim sisters. But the only 
catch is a Muslim sister never would do 
that. 

PLAYBO' 


Did you have any other reli 
gious affiliation before Islam? 

CLAY: When I was twelve years old, and 
didn't know what I was doing, I was 
baptized in the Centennial Baptist 
Church in Louisville. 

PLAYBOY: Have you given up Christianity, 
then? 

cay: The an religion has just 
been used to brainwash the black man 
here in Am Tt has just taught him 
to look for his heaven in the sky, in the 
hereafter, while the white man enjoys 
his heaven here on earth. 


Chris 


PLAYBOY; As the owner of four Cadil- 
lacs and the recipient of a -hundred- 
thousand-dollar purse earned largely 


from white patronage of your fight with 
Liston, do you think that assertion is 
entirely true in your own case? 

CLAY: Have you anybody com- 
plaining he didn't get 
worth? No! All of the nois 


heard. 


ng to 
nd my 
champion until they found out I 
sa Muslim. Then they didn't want 
ng to do with me. Wh 
they worry more about Islam than they 
do about the championship. 
PLAYBOY: Don't vou feel that whites 
ve some reason for concern that the 
ight champion belongs to an or- 
ganization that is alleged to teach hatred 
of whites? 
CLAY: Look, the black man that’s trying 
to integrate, he’s getting beat up and 
bombed and shot But the black man 
that says he don't want to integrate, 
(continued on page 190) 
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fiction By RAY BRADBURY 


EAVY SET 


malevolently grotesque yet comically 
absurd, the 30-year-old man-child 
exuded an air of repressed violence 


WOMAN STEPPED to the kitchen window and looked out 
here in the twilight yard a man stood. surrounded. by 
г bells and dumbbells and dark iron we 


ba pts of all kinds 


and slung j 


np ropes and elastic and coiled-spring exer 


cisers. He wore a sweat suit and tennis shoes and said 
nothing to anyonc 


ıs he simply stood in the darkening 
nd did not know she watched 
"This was her son, and people called him Heavy Set. 


world 


Heavy Set squeezed the little bunched, coiled springs in 
his bi 


fists. They were lost in his 


cas, like magic wicks: 
then they reappeared. He crushed them. They vanished. 
He let them go. They came back 

He did thi 

Then he bent down and hoisted up the 100-pound bar 
bell, noiselessly, not breathing. He motioned it a number 
of times over his head, then abandoned it and went into 
mong the various surfboards he 1 
med 
у, swiltly, stead- 


for ten minutes. otherwise motionless. 


the open g 


out and glued together and sanded and pa 


and there he punched a punching bag 


ily, until his curly golden hair got moist. Then he stopped 


d filled his lu chest measured 50 inches, and 


gs until 
stood, eyes closed, secing himself in an invisible mirror 


poised and tremendous, 290 muscled pounds, tanned by 


the sum sweat 
He exhaled, He opened his eyes. 


to the kitchen and did not 


salted by the sea wind and his ow 


He walked into the hous: 
look at his mother, this woman, and opened the relrige 
and let the arctic cold steam him while he drank a quart 
of milk straight out of the carton, never putting it down, 
just gulping and swallowing. Then he sat down at the 
kitchen table to examine the Halloween pumpkins 

He had gone out earlier in the day and bought the 
pumpkins and carved most of them and did a fine job: 
They were beauties and he was proud of them. Now, look- 
ing childlike in the kitchen, he started carving the last of 
them. You would never suspect he was 30 years old, he 
ke 


‚ or 


or 


still moved so swiltly,-so quietly, for a large ас 


higing a wave with an uptilted and outthrust boar 


h the small action of a kni 


here wi ^, giving sight to a 


Halloween eye. The electric light bulb filled the summer 


‚ but revealed no emotion, ex 


wildness of his ha 


pt this 


ng. on his face. There was all 


one intent purpose of 
n him, and no fat, and that muscle waited behind 
every move ol the knile. 


muscle 


me and went on personal errands around 
nd look at h 


His mother с; 
and then came to stand 


id 


the hous 


the pumpkins and smile. She was used to him. She heard 


him every night drubbing the punching bag outside, or 


nds or grunt 


squeezing the Ише metal springs in his 
ts and held them in ba 


nce 


ay he lilted his world of weigi 
on his strangely quiet shoulders. She was used to all these 
sounds even as she knew the ocean coming in on the shore 


beyond the cottage and laying itself out flat and shining 


ven as she was used, by now, to hearing 
ing he was tired to 


on the sand. 
Heavy Set each night on the phone 
girls and saying no, no he had to wax the car tonight or do 
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his exercises to the 18-year-old boys who 


red her throat. "Was the din- 
r good tonight?” 
“Sure,” he said. 
“I had to get special steak. I bought 
the asparagus fresh." 

11 was good,” he said. 

“Гап glad you liked it, I always like 
to have you ў 

"Sure." he said, working. 

"What time is the party? 

“Seventhirty."” He finished the last 
of the smile on the pumpkin and sat 
back. "If they all show up—they might 
not show up—I bought two jugs of 

ler. 

He got up and moved into his bed- 
room, quietly massive, his shoulders fill- 
ng the door and beyond, In the room, 
п the half-dark, he made the strange 
pantomime of a man seriously and si- 
lendy wrestling an invisible opponent 
as he got into his costume. He came to 
the door of the living room a mi 
later licking a gigantic peppermint 
striped lollipop. He wore a pair of short 
black pants, a little boy's shirt with ruff 
collar, and an Eton cap. He licked the 
lollipop and said, "I'm the mean Tite 
and the woman who had been 
aughed. He walked with 
ggerared little child's walk, licking 
the huge lollipop, all around the room 
while she laughed at him and he said 
things and pretended to be leading a 
big dog on a rope. “You'll be the life 
of the party!” the woman cried, pink- 
faced and exhausted. He was laughing 
now, also. 

The phone rang. 

He toddled out to answer it in the 
bedroom. He talked for a long time and 
rd him say Oh For Gosh 
es several times and finally he came 
slowly and massively into the living 
room looking stubborn. “What's wrong?” 
she wanted to know. 

5 he said, "half the guys aren't 
showing up at the party. They got other 
dates. That was Tommy calling. He's 
got a date with a girl from somewhere. 
Good grief.” 

“There'll be enough," said his mother. 
"t know," he said. 
here'll be enough for a party, 
said. "You go on. 
toto throw the pumpkins in 
he said, scowling. 
"Well you just go on and have a good 
You haven't been out 


his mother hi 


she 


Silence. 

He stood there twisting the huge loll 
pop as big as his head, turning it in 
his large muscular fingers. He looked as 
if at any moment now he would do 
what he did other nights. Some nights 


he pressed himself up and down on 
the ground with his arms and some 
nights he played a game of basketball 


with himself and scored hi 
against team, black against whit 
back yard. Some nights he stood 
like this and then suddenly 
and you saw him way out in the ocean 
swimming long and strong and quiet as 
а seal under the full moon or you could 
not sec him those nights the moon was 
gone and only the stus lay over the 
water but you heard him there, on oc- 
casion, a faint splash as he went under 
and stayed under it long time and came 
up. or he went out sometimes with h 
surfboard as smooth as a girl's cheeks, 
sandpapered to a softness, and came 
riding in, huge and on a white 
ghastly wave that creamed along 
the shore and touched the sands with 
the surfboard as he stepped olf like a 
visitor from another world and stood 
for a long while holding the soft smooth 
surfboard in the moonlight, a quiet man 
and a vast tombstone-shaped thing held 
there with no writing on it. In all the 
nights like that in the past years, he 
had taken a girl out three times one 
week and she ate а lot and every 
he saw her she said Lers 
ht he drove her up to 
rant and opened the car door and 
helped her out and got back in and 
said Theres the Restaurant, Solong. 
And drove oll. Aud went back to sw 
ming way out, alone. Much later, a girl 
was half an hour late getting ready and 
he never spoke to her again. 

Thinkin all this, reme 
this, his mother looked at him no 

“Don't stand there,” si 
make me nervous.” 

"Well," he said, resentfully. 

"Go on!” she cried. But she didn't 
cry it strong enough. Even to herself 
voice sounded faint. And she did 
not know if her voice was j 
faint or if she made it that way. 
might as well have be king about 

nter coming; everything she said had 
а lonely sound. And she heard the words 
again from her own mouth, with no 
lore: "Go on! 

He went into the kitchen. "I guess 
there'll be enough guys there,” he said. 

"Sure, there will,” she said, smiling 
gain. She always smiled again, Some- 
nes when she talked to him, night 
fter night, she looked as if she were 
lifting weights, too. When he walked 
through the rooms she looked like she 
was doing the walking for him. And 
when he sat brooding, as he often did, 
she looked around for something to do 
which might be burn the toast or over- 
fire the steak. She made a short barking 
faint and stifled laugh now, “Get out, 
have a good time.” But the echoes of it 
moved around in the house as if it 
were already empty and cold and 
he should come back in the door. Her 
lips moved: “Fly away. 


anished 


cider d the 


He snatched up the 
pumpkins and hurried them out to hi 
car. It was a new car and had been new 
and unused for almost a year. He pol 
ished it and jiggered with the motor or 
ih it for hows messing 
with all the junk there, or just sat in 
the front seat glancing over the suength 
and health magazines, but rarely drove 
He put the cider and the cut pump 
ns proudly in on the front seat 
and by this time he was thinking ol 
the posible good time tonight, so he 
did a little child's stagger as if he might 
drop everything. and his mother laughed 
He licked his lollipop again. jumped 
to the car, backed it out of the gravel 
у, swerved it around down by 
the ocean, not looking out at this woman. 
and drove oll along the shore road. She 
stood in the yard watching the car go 
away. William, my son, she thought. 

її was 7:15 and very dark now; al 
ready the children were Huttering alon 
the sidewalks in white ghost she: 
sks, ringing bells, 
g lumpy paper sacks bangi 
knees as they ran. 

William, she thought. 

‘They didn't call him William, they 
called him Heavy Set and Sammy which 

5 short lor Samson. They called him 
Butch and they called bim Atlas and 
Hercules. At the beach you always saw 
the high school boys around him feeling 


is and 
cream 
g their 


incoxide 


golden among them 
that way. And then the 1-yca 


-old ones 
round so 


often 20 and very rarely and 
then 21 and never again, just gone, and 
suddenly there were new 13-year-olds to 


replace them, yes, always the 
stand where the others had stood in th 
sun, while the older ones went on some 
where to something and somebody else. 
good boy. she thous! 

We go to shows on Saturday nights. He 
works on the high-power lines all day. 
up in the sky, alone, and sleeps alc 
in his room at might, and never reads 
а book or a paper or listens to а radio 
or plays a record, and this ycar he'll be 
31. And just where, in all the years, did 
the thi ppen that put him up on 
ad working out alone 
every night? Certainly there had be 
enough women, here and there, now 
», through his life. Little scrubby 
sse, fools, yes. by the look 
rls, rather, and 
none worth gla at a second time. 
Still, when a boy gets past 30... 7 She 
sighed. Why, even as recently as last night 
the phone had rung. Heavy Set had an- 
swered it, and she could fill in the un- 
heard half of the conversation; she had 
ands like it 
(continued on page 193) 


w ONES to 


heard thou dozen years 


“Look at it this way—the next time they decide to sacrifice 


a virgin, you won have a thing to worry about. 


Below: Horst ploys Polo gomes with Tar- 


tor tort, who hides in Siberion coonskin. 


horst buchholz and some immodest 
maidens spoof the latest in the epic- 
Jilm trend to noncostume costumes 


THOUGH MARCO POLO is reputed to have jour- 
neyed all the way to Cathay in search of spices 
of the marjora sor, the latest 
cinematic rend 
Buchholz (as M 
more of the st 
photographic p: 


o) uncovering exotic dishes 
nd-sweetmeat variety. In its 
1s to the flesh, Marco Polo 
lends further substance to the observation that 
the “costumes” in costume epics, if not the 
films themselves, are becoming. simultaneously 
kimpier т. For Maro, 
French costume designer Jacques Fonteray was 
called on to produce brief garb for a horde of 
Mongol and Tartar types usually. portrayed 
dressed to the teeth. As these pages show, he 
was up to the task of dressing them down. 


Below: Foir-skinned Mongol displays 
Orientcl version of plunging neckline. 


Encircled at left: Buchholz relcxes in Xonodv pleosure dome, 
availing himself of Kubloi Khon's two-Chinos policy, in grophic 
explonation of why it took Morco Polo 25 years to get bock 
fo Venice. In a forewell scene ployed for the Piavaoy pho 
tographer, in porody of the epic manner of epic films, 
Morco bids loving odieu to Tortor chick who is modishly clad 
in colf-length loce-up Amozon Capezios ond breokowoy 
leopord-skin jumper with stylish Orientol side slit. Astride his 
best Arobion (obovel, Marco bestows parting coress on wory 
houri, ond (below) suggests check-in hours ond deportment 
rules to guide her in his obsence. Right: As Marco prepores to 
gollop off to Scmorkond, Tortress has chonge of heort, gently 
urges him bock for one lost kiss. These shots were token on to- 
cation in Yugoslovio, where French film compony reconstructed 
13th Century China setting, including temples ond Great Woll, 


arlicle By VANCE BOURJAILY 


caught trout on 
and even salmon eggs, and 
may, I fear, do it again tomorrow 
if the weather's nice (and if no one's 
looking. of cow ad the fish won't 
take any sporting artificial flies). If 
the weather's threatening, so that it 
doesn't seem wise to drive 90 miles 
north to the nearest trout stream, I 
may just snag a few carp from the 
lowa river near home instead. 
That I, who am relatively pure 
—or anyway selfrighteous—as a 
hunter of birds, should be so in- 
finitely corrupt when I approach a 
trout stream causes me more con- 
cern than it might seem worth. It's 
that my character is weak, rather than 
shameless. And just to show there's 
good stuff here, if one can get to it, 
Т might tell you that I've given up 
carp snagging—snatching them ille- 
gally out of the water with an un- 
baited treble hook, that nce 1 
learned that ones permitted to 
shoot them with a bow and arrow. 
The arrow is barbed, the bow has a 
simple reel on it, aiming becomes 
no more than a matter of general 
direction if enough carp are congre- 
ed close to the s . Once I 
mpaled three indignant fish on a 
single chance arrow; as my friend 
Con Carter says, it seems like too 
much fun not to be against the law. 
So, you sce, I'm very nearly a re- 
deemed man on carp. Further, I fish 
correctly for crappie with weighted 
amers; for bluegill with feathered 
popping bugs: for bass, pike and 
walleye with plugs and g rod. 
It's with trout that I break down, the 
fish toward which ethical behavior is 
so rigorously and. traditionally codi- 
fied that the approved way of catch- 
ing them seems more a ceremon 
than a method, a ceremony with 
which, at (continued on page 91) 


a personal paean to the 
delights and frustrations 
of angling for the elusive trout 
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songs for a host of 
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RAINBOWS 


home in winter when the streams a 
frozen, 1 wistfully identify. 

The pricks under which my trout- 
fishing conduct becomes so deplorable 
re those inflicted by the old barbed ar- 


rows shot into carp smaggers from the 
bowstring stretched between illusion 
and reality. Around the next bend of 


the trout stream, up past the rapids at 
the pool, I had always expected (if 1 saw 
a fellow fisherman at all; 1 hoped not to) 
a knight, parfit and gentil, let alone 
compleat. He was to be a lean and 
stream-wise intellectual of fishing, gra 
cious, something of an aristocrat in his 
quiet way, with bamboo Пу rod, battered 
hat and heirloom creel. The hat would 
be stuck with dry flics and 1 would 
se, hushed, to watch his style as he 
stood there in waders, calculated the 
current, selected a fly and, having tied it 
on, made his studied and impeccable 
cast. 

I have never seen him. At long inter- 
vals, 1 see a man something like him; a 
little more often I see 
trying to be like him, though 


new 
sort of expert, trained to compete for to- 
day's trout in today’s streams, against the 


prevalent kind of competition. 
competition is represented by what 
generally see at a pool above the 
knight, a Quixote, or a 
brilliant young techni She is a 
cheerfully aging rural housewife, stout 
and red-faced, very likely in her print 
dress, sitting on a canvas stool about 
four feet away from a two-tone sedan, 
wed by a road through the 
woods I never knew was there. She is 
ng plicidly as her husband puts a 
flavored marshmallow on the 
rather large hook at the end of the line 
on her spin-casting rod. There are three 
or four fair-sized rainbow trout floating 
belly up in a bucket of water between 
them. 

My old-school fly-fisherman still exists 
in the East, or so I gather from reading, 
t more rugged, moun- 
Jimbing counterpart in the far 
ly, there must be men who 
fsh well with a fly rod in all parts of the 
country, and | honor them all. They 
must find their pleasure, 1 would think, 
at the comparatively few streams and 
rivers where trout still spawn natural- 
ly and grow up wild. But in the ma- 
jority of our streams today there swims a 
troutlike fish, mass-produced in hatcher- 
ies, whose habits and responses are so 
different from those of a wild trout t 
the lady with the marshmallows might 
outlish anybody, at a certain time; these 
hatchery fish simply don't know that a 
fly floating the current is 
more appropriate and safer food than a 


1 mor 
rapids than 


who 


somewh 


(continued. from page 91) 


gelatinous, cheeseflavored chunk of 
мий, weighted and lying on the bottom 
^ especially true in the first. few 
days after stocking, when the fish are 
still lying in uneasy schools, like suckers, 
at the pool bottoms, waiting for the man 
with the food basket to come along as he 
on all the previous days of their lives 
in the hatchery tanks. 

At such times, the majority are caught. 
The survivors move out, and become 
somewhat streamwise. These survivors 
re not necessarily easy to catch; nev- 
ertheless, I am not convinced that the 
classic method that applies to wild trout 
is the most effective way to bring them 
to the creel. This classic way would be 
Study the water; move carefully and 
concealment to а point where the place 
most likely to harbor a trout may be 
10: use a fly that resembles in size, shape 
nd color the particular form of 
life on which fish in this stream may 
feeding today: and present this Пу so 
tfully that it seems to have arrived 
over the feeding station naturally. In 
contrast, Con Carter moves f; from 
pool to pool to outdistance other fisher- 
men. may peer in to assure himself a fish 
nd, when he uses artificials, f; 

as if they hatched 


ching these hatchery 
the best at it of anyone 


id is 


I know. I have watched him closely 
through several seasons, and will hercin 
reveal and illustrate such of his fishing 


secrets as 1 understand, hoping that 
nowing them will do you more good 
than it has me. 

1 will also reveal 
same curious fishing trip 1 have chosen 
illustrating the way Gon works, a se- 
ае of my own. It is guaranteed to ci 
able you to do what I have done just 
y close attention to my words, 
follow my example without dev 
and you will positively catch а lim 
trout on dry flies in less than hi 


fan 
hour. There is nothing to add to or 


this guarantee except to fore- 
u that, having so triumphed, I 
felt a good deal less pride in that limit 
of fish than I have felt about trout 
caught on worms. Or even salmon eggs. 

The wip that was to make a successfu 
if somewhat shamefaced, fly-fisherr 
out of me began on a very hot day last 
summer. I had decided to drive up to 
the northeast corner of Iowa, near the 
Minnesota border, to a place 1 had nev- 
er been before called Westerly Greek, 
where I would fish, sleep on the bank 
nd fish again in the morning. Accord- 
g to а book our n С 
sion publishes called Jowa Fish and 
Fishing, Westerly Creek is the long 


nmi. 


пету 


эшен of trout water in the small p 
of this state to which the original 
of the brook trout extended, an a 
which. natural reproduction in 
very rarely, occur. It 
thought I would catch 
it did increase my anticipation of the 
stream to know that a hundred years 
ago, when the land lying west of it was 
prairie, and the upper Mississippi Rive 
into which it drains an insufficient bar- 
ier to the men who were coming to 
plow the plains, strip the umber, erode 
the land and silt the streams—in a time 
the oldest farmers around there might 
still remember as their boyhoods—wild 
trout swam in Westerly Greek, Waterloo, 
French, South Bear, Little Paint, Buck, 
Joy Springs and Ensign Hollow. The 
mers must have caught them, 
hooky from the one-room 
Indian kids must have before 
an kids, for all 1 know. 


still, if 
was not that 1 
native fish, 


but 


them. Cav 
The brookies were there through all 


the world's life until the instant of it 
that is the past hundred years in which 
we wiped them out and, seeing our mis- 
e early, began replacing them with 
production models. Hatching fish for 
those streams, according to the book I've 
mentioned, started as early as 1872, and 
by now the manufacturers stock a more 
complete line than was ever offered here 
by nature—in addition to the brookies 
there are brown trout, native 
ange is Scotland and Germany, rain- 
bows which began in the Rocky Moun 
tains, and a hybrid brook-brown whose 
native range is the crossferlization 
tank. 

The first 1 saw of Westerly Creek, 
turning oll a secondary road onto an un- 
paved one, was disappointing. We were 
still below the point, a town called 
Brinkley, where the map indicated that 
trout fishing started, and that was hope 
ful; the water looked clear, and that was 
hopeful, too. But the creck moved slow- 
ly, spread out flat and shallow between 
level meadows, and not even turning 
often. By the time I reached Brinkley, 
though, things looked a little more prom. 
sing. The banks were cut deeper, 
twists came more often, and the bed of 
the stream was two or three feet below 
the surface. There was a bridge at the 
edge of town, and under it the pool 
looked quite deep—cight feet, perhaps— 
but murky and not very fast, a good 
place for turtles. 

Still, on the bank near the bridge was 
an infallible sign that trout ought to be 
present—a small green sign put up by 
the Conservation Commission reminding 
anglers that a special, two-dollar trout 
stamp must be purchased and fixed to 
one's license before fishing а 
posted. I cheered up. Between this sign 

(continued on page 182) 
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E OU HEM, ORE MOON 
everything around him was dead— his companion, the plane, even space itself 
fiction BY DAVID DUNCAN 


"1 CAN'T STAND IT, CHARLIE,” John Leonard whispered. "There's no reality left, nothing to hang on to. IIl 
never last the fourteen days until morning." 

‘The sun had taken an incredibly long time to set and even after it was gone the mountains and 
the rims of distant craters reflected its white fire for hours. The light was scalding, its brilliance accented 
by the blackness of the surrounding shadows. The desolate landscape with its pitted deserts and fanged 
prominences was like a woodcut, all black and white with no gradations of gray in between. But now as 
the sunlight left the tips of the tallest peaks and true night came, it brought the softening of starlight. 
There were millions of stars in the jet-black sky, brilliant like nothing ever seen on earth, 

Heat was leaving the moon's surface, too. A mile away а diff, already fractured into countless 
facets by violent temperature changes, split again as the heat sped from the rock. A large slab sheered 
away and fell, rotating in a curious slow-motion manner into an unseen abyss beneath. There was no 


sound, but a moment later John felt the vibrations through the floor of the bubble that housed him. 

“But ГИ try, Charlie,” John said, "if I can only keep track of who I am." 

Colonel Charles Milford said nothing, being dead. Nor could he have heard John's voice even had 
he been living, for he lay in the airless night outside the bubble, his profile delineated by starlight, his 
hawk nose absurdly repeating the arched line of a distant mountain shoulder. On the moon only the 
dead could endure direct contact with the void. 

A hundred yards beyond Charlie's body was the giant radio telescope, its great parabolic antenna 
twisted toward the sky like a cupped ear. On a knobby hill to its left was the optical telescope, by no means 
as large as many on earth, but most certainly the largest on the moon. Both telescopes were operated by 
remote control from within the bubble, but because they were recent installations, there were still grem- 
lins in the control system. It was in tracking down and eliminating one of these gremlins that Colonel 
Charles Milford lost his life. An accident. There were certain to be accidents when men were placed in a 
physical environment that fought with the habits of a lifetime. 

Habit had killed Charlie. He'd gone out to correct the circuit in the radio telescope and with the 
task finished had risen to his feet. But his leg muscles forgot that they were on the moon. Out of habit 
they exerted the same downward thrust that would have been required on earth, so that instead of 
merely rising to an upright position, Charlie had leaped into space, striking his helmet against the 
girder above. The blow flung him sideways and the metal lead to his oxygen tank was punctured by the 
sharp corner of a protruding bolthead, 

Watching from the air lock— for rules forbade more than one man leaving the bubble at a time 
except in emergencies—John saw the accident and heard Charlie's cry for help over his radio. His own 
habits completed the disaster. In his urgency John forgot what he'd only barely learned—that to make 
haste on the moon, one must tread slowly. He tried to run as he'd have run on earth and the result was a 
leap that took him 15 feet into space, arms flailing and legs kicking. He twisted off balance and sprawled 
awkwardly on the ground, only to leap up too quickly as Charlie had done, and repeat the same flounder- 
ing performance. Charlie was unconscious by the time John reached him. John carried him back to the 
bubble, an easy task on the moon, and then endured an agony of waiting while the pressure built up in 
the air lock to the point where he could strip off Charlie's space suit and try to revive him. It was too 
Tate. Charlie was dead. 

For hours John worked over Charlie's body, refusing to admit defeat until the body grew chill 
beneath his hands and then he fell sobbing onto his bunk, stricken with guilt and a sense of irreparable 
loss. Charlie was dead and John was alone on the far side of the moon where he'd have to remain 
another two months until the ship from earth returned with a relief shift. Two months hadn't seemed 
long while Charlie was alive, but now it loomed ahead like eternity. There was never such a solitary 
confinement. 

The dim landscape that stretched away through the starlight was a nightmare landscape. Nothing 
lived there—not a blade of grass, not even a patch of lichen. The cold emptiness of space hugged tight 
against the rock of the planet itself, Charlie lay out there where John had placed him, his face naked to 
the starlight. During the fortnight of darkness his body would be well preserved. 

A nightmare. Not even the heavens were reminiscent of earth, It was February now and the great 
winter constellations glittered in the velvet sky. High in the south Orion stood with his club poised above 
the red eye of Taurus while the great dog snarled at his heels. But these familiar patterns were of dream 
stuff. White Sirius and red Aldebaran gleamed with a brilliance that only Venus could achieve on earth. 
Worse yet, the stars appeared absolutely stationary. Instead of circling in majestic order around the pole 
star, they remained for hour after hour with no perceptible change. It would take them а weck to pass 
halfway across the sky. 

This stability of the heavens was what made the far side of the moon a perfect site for an ob- 
servatory. Here the station was completely shielded from any electromagnetic disturbances originating on 
earth, for earth was never visible. Whatever signals the radio telescope picked up had to come from space. 
And the optical telescope, rid of earth's distorting atmosphere and able to retain a focus on faint objects 
for days at a time, could bring into photographic resolution celestial secrets whose existence had never 
before been suspected. 

A systematic mapping of the heavens was the task to which John Leonard and Colonel Charles 
Milford had been assigned, and as long as the electronic controls functioned, it was a task that one 
man could complete—providing he remained a man. Charlie could have done it. 

"God, Charlie," John whispered, “if we could only change places. That would make it easy. I could 
relax then, shake off this blankness, stop drifting . . .” He broke off, aware that irrationality was creep- 
ing into the very efforts he was making to fight it, and conscious also of a disgusting self-pity that made 
him angry at himself. Momentarily his sense of responsibility and sclf-possession returned. 

He turned from the transparent wall and the sight of Charlie's immobile (continued on page 152) 
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smartly—in the clean lines of this season's elegant garb 


ın RECRUITING models for our semi-annual coverage 
of the newest and best in masculine apparel. we 
could have put them in elegant setüngs—thus 
augmenting our style selections with an aura of 
urban excitement—or we could have employed 
motionless mannequins, the better to show off the 
style, stitch and weave of every garment. No dum- 
mies we, we opted for the best of both worlds by 


Our man’s the very 


N 
madel of a modern fashion E 
plate in his water-repellent М, 
wool tapcoct with fly front, bal 


callor, raglan sleeves, black zip-in 
wool lining, by Alligator, $50.75; 
cotton braadclath shirt with 
medium-spread callar, borrel cuffs, 
, by Joysan, $5; Dacron rep tie, 
by Superba, $3.50; narraw-brim 
felt hat with tapered crown, 
grasgrain band, by Chomp, $11. 


ILLUSTRATIONS BY KOBERT BRUNTON 


Invisible топ ot left sports Italion 3;length coot of leother-look cotton with 
double-stitched detailing, side-buttoned belt, deep side vents, blonket-ploid lin- 
ing, by Marshall Ray, $60; cotton twill shirt with lopered body, by Von Heusen, 
$5; catton-wool hat with stitched crown and brim, by Dobbs, $9. At right is unseen 
owner af brushed-waol jacket with Orlan-pile lining, hidden zip-aut haod, drawstring 
Бапот, by Woolrich, $25; topered cattan-knit turtleneck, by Reis, $3; hamespun-weave 
wool worsted slacks, by Corbin, $25; snap-visored corduroy cop, by Cap Crofters, $4. 
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PHOTOGRAPHY BY LARRY GORDON 


Men make like mannequins in outspoken outerwear: Left, in nylon-woal coat with 
tabbed leather buttons, button-off hood, back yoke, full lining, by Zero King, $50; 
cotton-knit pullover, by Reis, $3; center, in nylon-wool double-breasted peacoat with 
full block Orlon-pile lining, slash pockets, by Fox Knopp, $25; imported cotton shirt 
with topered body, buttendown collar, by Wren, $10; right, in wool coat with 
olpoco show! collar, side vents, alpoco lining, by McGregor, $60; cotton modros 
shirt, by Manhattan, $8; velour-finish hat with Pakistani crown, by Miller (Bionchi), $13. 
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utilizing live models to play the parts of mute 
mannequins. Notwithstanding this stroke of genius, 
we sull had to forecast the trends, and so, packing 
our warm-weather duds in the closet and unpacking 
our sartorial crystal ball, we present herewith 
rLAYsOY's predictions for fall and winter. 

Last year’s love affair between Ivy and Сотіпе 
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Wild ond woolly yorn ot left is deep-textured llolion rib-knit sweoter with multi 
striped V neck, by Oleg Cossini, $45; cotton oxford shir! with tapered body, 
borrel cuffs, box-pleot back, by Aetno, $5. Stylish center of ottention is hond-knit 
Austrian wool V-neck pullover, by Jontzen, $35; British Viyello ploid shirt with borrel 
cuffs, by Manhotton, $19. At right is rugged bulky-knit Scendinavion-style V-neck 
wool pullover with ribbed neck, cuffs ond bottom, by Cotolina, $27.50; British col- 
ton shirt with borrel cuffs, by Hothowoy, $13; cotton corduroy slocks, by H.I.S., $7. 


tal styles, as we foretold. has settled down into a 
compatible and uneventful marriage. The classic 
suit, reflecting the blend of these two influences, 
will now drift into the background, while а new 
trend steals the spotlight. Responding to a direc 
tion that began with tapered dress shirts and trim 
trousers, and has now arrived in men’s suits, top- 


coats and sports. jackets. well-dressed men will be 
wearing clothing that is shaped to the contours of 
their bodies. 

‘The art of the custom tailor has been brought to 
the ready-made showroom, where the “shaped suit” 
will replace the venerable straight-hanging look. 
га in this (text continued on page 104) 


The key ai 


Rounding out our wardrobe of informal winter weekend wear ore: Left, lumber- 
jack-plaid wool pullover shirt jacket with four-button front, buttoned flap-potch 
pockets, by Woolrich, $13; wrinkle-resistant tapered cotton twill cuRless trousers 
with extension waistband, quarter-top pockets, by Levi Strauss, $7; center, brushed 
wool and mohair striped turtleneck pullover, by Puritan, $18; right, brushed-Orlon 
ond mohair six-bution cardigan with allover diomond pattern, by Robert Bruce, 
$15; long-sleeved cotton turtleneck pullover shirt with tapered body, by Reis, $3. 


Strong silent types look downright humon in urban weekday weor. Left: Orlon-wool herringbone tweed jacket with three-button front, hocking 
pockets, center vent, cotton suede trim, coordinated royon flonnel vest and belt-loop trousers, oll by H.I.S., $40; cotton oxford buttondown with 


barrel cufis, button-flop pockets, by Eagle, $7; silk rep tie, by Beau Brummel, $3.50. Center: Check wool jocket with three-button front, side vents, 
hacking pockets, coordinoted cotton suede six-button vest ond wool worsted flannel slacks with bell loops, side pockets, all by PEM, $69.50: 
cotton broadcloth shirt with topered body, medium-spreod collar, barrel cuffs, by Truvol, $4; Wemblon-silk tis, by Wembley, $2.50; norrow- 
brimmed felt hot, by Dobbs, $17. Right: Jounty Orlon ond wool glen-ploid jocket with three-button iront, side vents, flop pockets, by Mavest, 
$40; wool belt-loop slacks with side pockets, by YMM, $18; cotton oxford shirt with snop-lab collar, by Sero, $7; silk tie, by Vego de Madrid, $350. 


Our quick-changing trio resumes statuesque impersonation in understoted new outfits. Left. Trimly toilored wool herringbone topcoot with fly 
front, natch lopels, flop pockets, double stitching, hook vent, by Worsted-Tex, $75; cotton broadcloth shirt with snap-tab collar, convertible 
cuffs, by Jayson, $5; silk rep tie, by Wembley, $2.50; hand-sewn copeskin gloves, by Doniel Hoys, $9; center-creosed felt hot with norrow raw- 
edged snap brim, grosgrain band, by Dobbs, $15. Center: Wool worsted cheviat suit with flop packets, hoak vent, lop seams, creose-holding 
belt-loop trousers, by Worsted-Tex, $75; cotton oxford buttondown with barrel cuffs, by Wren, $6.50; imported silk rep tie, by Seidler, $5. 


Right: Muted gler-ploid waal suit with three-button jacket, hacking pockets, deep side vents, matching vest, trousers with side pockets, by 
Cricketer, $70; cotton broadcloth shirt with medium-spread collor, barrel cuffs, by Van Heusen, $5; silk rep tie, by Carter and Holmes, $3.50. 


Two in tobleou cut foshionoble figures: Left, in wool overcoat with ocrylic- 
pile lining ond collor, lecther-covered buttons, flap pockets, center vent, by Botany 
500, $80; cotton oxford buttondown with borrel cuffs, by Wren, $6.50; silk rep 
tie, by Corter and Holmes, $3.50; hand-sewn calfskin gloves, by Daniel Hays, $11; 
norrow-brim felt hot, by Knox, $17; right, in wool worsted suit with flop pockets, 
hook vent, matching vest, by College Holl, $69; cotton broodcloth shirt with medium- 
spreod collor, barrel cuffs, by Truvol, $4; silk rep tie, by Vego de Modrid, $3.50. 


ist, which will be sharply define 
the shoulder line and lapels will be contras 
wider and armholes and lapels will be raised. The 
European influence responsible for these mod 
fications extends also to the elimination of flaps, 
not only on suit but on outercoat pockets, which 
serves to enhance the trim quality of this silhouette. 


al suit styles, the classic three-button 
is still the basic choice for office and weekend wear, 
with the two-button version preferred for cocktail 
igs on the town. Colors are essen 


In traditio 


parties and eveni 
tially subdued this scason, with black leading off 
for theater dates, and medium shades of gray, blue 
and brown acceptable (continued on page 169) 


Now elegantly accoutered for on evening on the town, same pair strikes formol pose: 
Left, in Docron-wool-mohoir dinner jocket with red silk lining, satin showl collor, 
side vents, formol trousers with extension woistbond, $75; motching waistcoot ond 
formol sotin tie, $15; norrow-pleated formal shirt with convertible cuffs, $9, oll 
by After Six; right, in mohow-worsted formol suit with sleeve cuffs, moire-edged 
cloverleof lopels, side vents, trousers with extension woistband, by Lord West, $145; 
Docron-cotton broodcloth formal shirt with convertible cuffs, by Excello, $13. 
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“Well, we found out what's been clogging your 
chimney since last December, Miss Emmy.” 


SUE ME RICH 


to put the novel across he needed 
anson luddy’s atd—but anson gave 
him somewhat more than he needed 
fiction By Bernard Wolfe 


Anson Luddy! 

Good to hear from you! This history 
polluted Aegeam's so far from Malibu 
(on our splendid isle we don’t even have 
movieho asn’t sure thc 
Is could get through. 

} ng. How Гуе been 
since 1 
own, bloody, 
and the nov 


ely solvent, 
cl's finished, The more 1 
less 
dazzler. 

Bur I find nothing in this deftly spu: 
tale for 


vehicles, Conestogas, bobsleds, but 1 just 
don't see a movie here. Rather, / might 


novel about Hollywood. You 
w how Hollywood, in an uncharac- 
ic access of modesty, is forever pro 
nouncing that the subject of Hollywood 
is not box office. 

1 understand Roar of Charlemagne is 


getting mixed notices in New York 
Well, mixed notices are better than 
notice at all, 1 always say. It rather as 
tonishes me that the critics would go so 
far as to acknowledge the existence ol 
our epic with any reaction bi 
shudder. Incidentally, 
projects, why not follow up with Squeak 
of Charlemagne? Grunt of 
magne? Belch? Yip? Falsetto? Might be a 
series there. 
Gloria sends greetings. She's in her 

seventh. month; lazing for two. 

AIL best. 

Jonathan Silk 


Lakrabos 
May 
Dear Anso 

OK—you insisted, so I've airmailed а 
set of galleys. But 1 want to make sure 
you don't read things into the text that 
n't there. 

Anson, you're not the movie st 
this book. There are superficial гезе 
blances—Andor Mustie is а 
scowls a lot. his lower lip 

1 spent time 


cause, frankly, 1 like your looks. you're à 
As for Mustie's less 


Hail Britannia! 


bounteous miss hillerest is england's 
loveliest entry in the uncommon market 


IN ALMOST 11 YEARS of unveiling feminine charm, we've 
d our Playmates in smalltown shops, in big-city 
our own offices, in beauty contests, in various facets 
of showbiz, on college campuses, and in our Playboy Clubs. 
Though for the most part we've discovered them, oc 
casionally our Playmates have turned the tables, introducing 
themselves through letters with snapshots enclosed, as did 
Nancy Jo Hooper. our February 1964 Playmate. Our p 
for the most refreshingly direct approach to date, how- 
ever, goes to Rosemarie Hillcrest, the statuesque British 
beauty who graces our gatefold this month. A 21-yearold 
student at the Sceptered Isle’s prestigious Exeter Universi 
Rosemarie jetted 4000 miles from Devon, England, to Ch 
cago, U.S.A., for the express purpose of placing her name 
nd numerals (41-25-38) in nomination for Playmate laurels 
Rosemarie has long been a PLaysoy fan (though a copy of 
PLAYBOY costs $1.20 in the United Kingdom, it's still the 
largestselling American magazine there) and PLAYBOY'S pop- 
ularity on the Exeter campus further kindled her long. 
cherished dreams of becoming a gatefold girl. “I knew I had 
the wherewithal to be a Playmate," Rosemarie later told us, 

itant to travel all the way to America, because 
1 was afraid 1 might not even get an interview.” With some 


Above left: Rosemarie doffs her fencing mosk to dazzle on instructor and to demonstrate a perfect touché during practice session in Chicago. 
Our Ploymote took up fencing when she entered college three years ago, hos trained regularly since then, now roles os o proficient swordswom- 
on. Above right: With Chicogo dote, Rosemarie enjoys roisterous romoncing of Albert Finney in onother noteworthy British export, Tom Jones. 


urging from school chums, however, Rosemarie decided to 
visit the United States during her summer vacation—with a 
scheduled stop at PLAvnov's home base in the Windy City. 
‘Thus it was that one afternoon in the summer of 1963 she 
appeared on the marble doorstep of The Playboy Mansion, 
on Chicago's Near North Side, requesting to see Editor- 
Publisher Hugh M. Hefner, who happened to be at home that 
afternoon. She was shown in. Understandably impressed, Hef 
arranged Playmate test shots, the results of which were, as the 
British might understate, a bit of all right; so much so that 
a few months after Rosemarie had returned to England, 
we arranged to fly her back to the U.S. (between semesters) 
to pose for her official Playmate photos in the Playboy Studio. 
Rosemarie was so taken with America and with the Playboy 
world that she plans to come back alter graduation to work as 
a Playboy Club Bunny. As far as we know, when she dons 
her satin cars she'll be the first Bunny-aristocrat: Her ancestry, 
which traces back to the England of William the Conqueror, 
entitles her to a coat of arms. Her intellectual escutch- 
eon is equally prepossessing: She reads deeply in the works 
of such British novelists as Anthony Trollope, George 
Eliot and Jane Austen, But her abiding interest is economics, 
a subject in which she will soon hold a bachelor's degree. A 
disciple of the British economist John Maynard Keynes, 
Rosemarie thinks that America's economy should be more 
dosely planned, says she believes the late J.F.K.'s greatest 
domestic achievement was consciously applying deficit spend- 
ing to boost prosperity. Our 5/6" Miss October is also an 
accomplished equestrienne and first-rate swordswoman. Except 
for TW3, she finds television “a terrible bore, which I blamed 
on Britain until my first visit to America, when I learned that 
the only thing worse than British television is American tele- 
vision.” She also can’t tolerate the Beatles or their fans, reserves 
special contempt for affected men. But she's not hypercritical, 
she avers: She digs show horses, showbiz folks, sunshine, rose- 
period Picasso athletes, progressive jazz and masterful men. 


“Though decp down I'm a sensible girl, I'm sometimes rather 
too spontaneous for my own good,” she admits candidly. 
“Which explains why I do outrageous things, like coming to 
America—that have wonderful results, like becoming a 
Playmate.” The wonderful result of Rosemarie's spontaneity 
is—in this instance—undeniable; skeptics can refer to the 
gatefold for additional evidence, and for further insights 
о our beautcous and bounteous bundle from Britai 


Jetting beck ta Englond {top}, Rosemarie catches up on hame-bose news thraugh the London Daily Mail. Above left: At Exeter University again, 
she hostens through the classic campus quodrengle on her wey to с lecture. Academic robes ore de rigueur for clossroom attendance. Center: 
Rugby teom celebrates victory with one of its loyal fans. Right: Our Playmate makes o striking girl groom as she poses with her favorite mount. 


COLOR PHOTOGRAPHY BY POMPEO POSAR 
BLACK-AND-WHITE PHOTOGRAPHY EY 
POMPEO POSAR (CHICAGO) 

ANO OESMOND RUSSELL (ENGLANO) 


On the town, our radiont Playmate 
(left) shores table talk ot Devon night 
spat. Rosemarie is а big girl, with ap- 
petite ta match: She revels in foods 
from which the calorie-canscious would 
shrink. Below: While partner begins 
Bird, Rosemarie shows us British twist. 


PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES 


Our Unabashed Dictionary defines eloquence 
as the ability to describe Jayne Mansfield with- 
out using one's hands. 


Two lovers interested in spiritualism and rein- 
carnation vowed that if cither died, the onc 
remaining would try to contact the partner in 
the other world exactly 30 days after the trag- 
edy. As luck would have it, a few weeks later 
the young man perished in the wreck of his 
new sports car, and true to her word, his be- 
reaved sweetheart attempted to contact him in 
the spirit world exactly 30 days later. She lay 
on her bed in the darkness and called out, 
“John, John, this is Martha. Do you hear me, 
John?" 

A ghostly voice answered her. 
this is John. I hear you." 
is newly bereaved asked: 
what is it like where you аге 

“lvs beautiful, Martha. There are azure 
skies, a soft breeze, and quiet beauty sweeping 
the horizon.” 

She exclaimed, “I 
do you do all day? 

“Well, Martha, we are all up before su 
cat breakfast, and then it's nothing but sex un- 
til noon. After lunch, we nap until two and 
then make love until five. After dinner there's 
more of the same until midnight when we go 
to sleep to get ready for the next morning.” 

Martha was somewhat taken aback. "But, 
John,” she exclaimed, "is that really what 
heaven is like?" 

“Heaven? I'm not in heaven, Martha!” 

"Where are you, then?" 

“I'm a jack rabbit in Arizona!" 


Yes, Martha, 


: “Oh, John, 


sounds beautiful. What 


rise, 


A preuy but curious young Amcrican tourist 
found herself in conversation with a ruggedly 
handsome, middle-aged Scot at a cocktail par- 
ty. “Excuse my bluntness,” she said, "but is 
anything worn under your kilt?” 

“Nay, lassie,” he replied with a grin. "It's as 
good as it ever was.” 


А man about town who was cruising in his 
open sports convertible stopped beside an at- 
tractive young thing and invited her to take a 
ride. As she got in, she slyly informed him that 
she was a witch and could turn him into any- 
thi she wished. 

o ahead and try!" he answered with a 
smile; she leaned against him and whispered 
something in his ear. And sure enough, he 
turned into a motel. 


A girl is at that difficult age when she's too 
old to be a Brownie and too young to be a 
Bunny. 


When the sultan entered his harem unexpect- 
edly, his wives let out a terrified she 


Our Unabashed Dictionary defines incest as 
sibling revelry. 


Having just returned from an extended busi- 
nes trip, the executive lay asleep beside his 
wife, who was dreaming she was in her lover's 
arms. Suddenly, in her dream, she imagined 
she heard a familiar step outside the bedroom 
door. 

“Heavens!” she cried aloud in her sleep. 
"Get out, my husband's coming!" With that, 
her spouse leaped out of bed and bounded 
into the closet. 


p 


Money doesn’t grow on trees," the beauteous 
showgirl declared as she stooped to adjust her 
jeweled platinum ankle bracelet, "but some 
limbs have a way of attracting it! 


Our Unabashed Dictionary defines luck as 
what a man has when he meets a girl who's 
just at the age when her voice is changing 
from "No" to "Yes." 


Heard a good one lately? Send it on a postcard 
to Party Jokes Editor, Р.лувот, 232 E. Ohio St., 
Chicago, Ill. 60611, and earn $25 for each joke 
used. In case oj duplicates, payment is made 
for first card received. Jokes cannot be returned. 


“1 have to hand it to you guys from the Sixth Precinct —this is 


what 1 call a real surprise raid . . . 1” 


The Pious Pornographers Revisited 


a vivisection of the prim ladies’ mags reveals that 
behind the medical advice and case histories, 
beneath the surface of soap-operatic fiction, 
there lurks a furtively morbid preoccupation 
with the seamier, steamier aspects of sex 


conclusion of a two-part article By WILLIAM IVERSEN 


THERE gs ^ DIFFERENCE of medical opinion as to the 
best method of toughening the nipples 

Propped up in my favor 
sumed reading the curious 


easy chair, 1 cautiously re 
һ Ayres, troubled 
heroine of another stirring episode of “Tell Me, Doctor,” 
the Ladies’ Home Journal’s long-pla 
sex and gynecole 
format of fear, disaster and medical salvation had led me to 
think of this everexpanding anthology of female malfunc 
tions as а kind of cryptoprurient Memoirs of а Woman of 
Misery, in which Evelyn Ayres now starred as the anxiety 
fraught Fanny Hill of Breast Feeding. With her roseate but 
wrong-way nipple gently tugged into conformity with its 


urc on clinical 


1 horrors. Y. arity with its 


perky twin, and toughened to accommodate the eager 
mouth of her expected infant, Evelyn nevertheless had a few 
ninth-month misgivings about trying to nurture her child at 
the bosom. 

“The doctor looked at her in surprise. ‘Why, Evelyn, 
you're the girl who told me on your very first prenatal visit 
how anxious you were to breast feed. You've been condition 
ing your nipples and brea 
your mind?" 

“ ‘Its not that. But my friends who have tried to bri 
feed tell me it’s no use, people won't let you. They say the 
nurses slip bottles to the baby in the nursery, make it as 
hard for you as they сап... 


for weeks. Have you changed 


it down, Evelyn. The doctor pulled forward the 
acked chair he kept for his more pregnant patients. 
"The things your friends mention can happen, 1 know 

But they are not going to happen in your сазе,” he assured 
her. And how right the doctor was. “Healthy, lively William 
Ayres ПІ, born 36 hours later, was given to his mother to 
hold before she left the delivery room, then brought to her 
fter for nursing at regular intervals. 
elped to empty the breast ducts 
fore the milk appe 
milk came flooding 


Evelyn was 
hree times a day, even be 
By the third morning, when the 
the baby was suckling like а veteran. 
Evelyn looked up at the doctor with a proud, happy «mile 


when he entered her room during the midmorning feeding: 
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ив each d 


“"Why, theres nothing to it, Doctor! 
-.. My breasts are running over with 
milk, and how Billy loves it! The nurse 
declared he smacked his lips all the way 
down the hall when she was bringing 
him to me! 

Savoring a mellow swig of the high- 
potency formula which I had been gently 
nursing through all this, 1 reflected that 
male readers who had not been keeping 
abreast of the flow of ideas expressed by 
the women’s magazines were apt to con- 
sider the act of breast feeding to be only 
lly sexual. But I had Betsy Mar- 
ney’s word for it, on page 12 
of the same issue of the Ladies’ Home 
Journal, that “one of the most stimulat- 
ing predisposers of orgasm in a woman 
may be childbirth followed by several 
months of lactation d that breast 
feeding was "now thought to be a final 
d specific maturing factor in develop- 
ing woman's full sexual sensitivity and 
response to sexual intercourse." 

For whatever reason, the ladies! maga- 
zines’ new emphasis upon the joys of 
s evident from the sheer 
unber of articles on breast feeding that 
appeared in their pages during the six- 
year period commencing in August 1058, 
when Mrs. Florence Short of Chitten- 
den, Vermont, invited all America to 
share in the “thrilling experience" of 
wet-nursing a neighbor's sickly 


back to health in the pages of the Ladies" 
Home Journal. 
Оро 


being told of the ailin 
Mrs. Short—whose у 
ed her a life-sized 
my personal Hall of Fame as the 
literary mother of the whole come-to- 
mammae. movement—"rushed down the 


hill" to her neighbor's house. “I asked 
the mother if she would consider letting 
me try to nurse the baby . . ." Mrs, 


Short reported. “I took the baby and 
tried to encourage her to suck from my 
breast. She scemed too weak and undevel- 
oped to suck at all, so I started squirt 
ng the milk into her mouth. As soon as 
she tasted the milk she became very ex- 
cited. | managed to get a couple of 
ounces into her stomach in this manner. 
Another neighbor who was there ex- 
claimed, "Why, 1 never saw anything like 
[DE RU 

The baby's mother was equally 
pressed, Mrs. Short confided—and I, for 
one, could readily believe it. By way of 
an encore, perhaps. Mrs. Short promised 
to "hand.express some more milk in an 
hour or so and send it to her in a jar." 
‘That evening, an additional two ounces 
were rushed down the hill, and when 
Mrs. Short visited her neighbor the fol- 
lowing morning, the grateful mother 
told her that “the b: d she herself, 
had had the first good night's sleep in 
weeks." 

During the next fortnight, Mrs. Short 
delivered "six to cight ounces of milk 
while my own wakefulness 


increased to die point where I was 
counting pints, quarts and squ 
effort to get to sleep. Not least among 
the causes of my insomnia was the 
knowledge that Mrs. Shorts dramatic 
testimonial was to inspire the hand- 
expression of a number of similar out- 
ages of the women's 
magazines. By September 1963, claims 
for the virtues of breast feeding had be- 
come so numerous and various that Cos 
mopolitan felt obliged to lead oll its 
monthly medical news with a warning to 
women who were 


come preg 
In June 1 


ant ag. 
60, the same magazine had 
to clamp a large C-cup 
kness over the whole mammary 
ie by noting the rise of а “breast- 
shape obsession" which led many women 
to seck “beautifying” plastic surgery о 
their breasts. This “morbid preoccupa- 
tion with breast shape may cover up a 
personality disorder arising from such 
Situations as an unhappy or abnormal 
childhood, bitter rivalry with a prettier 
sister, hidden homosexual tendencies, 
extreme self-love, etc,” Cosmopolitan 
declared, and backed this statement with. 
a dutch of case histories like the опе 


about the “20-year-old blonde who so 


of ever exposing them m 
men and reject marriage. 

Fortunately for Cosmopolitan, no 
such debilitating fears seemed to beset 
the cute and curvaceous young model on 
that month’s cover. Clad in a brief red- 
and-blue bikini, her candid cleavage did 
much to attract attention to an issue de- 
voted to “BEAUTY ALL OVER.” On the in- 
side, the theme of the month was given 
inhibited play with a shot of another 
young model taking a warm paraffin 
bath in full view of all who bumbled 
onto page 43 without knoc nd a 
large photo spread of eight shapely s 
rens modeling the latest nis. The 
fact that the bikini had as many knock- 
ers as boosters was amply illustrated by 
an eye-popping news shot of a barely 
covered blonde being handed a ticket 


for 

Italy. 

clad Jul h the uniformed 
guard assigned to protect her lightly 
trussed charms from admirers in Puerto 
Rico. There was an eye-teasing takeout 


on the titular beauties who competed in 
the Miss World 1 Miss Universe coi 
s, and a hip-to-hairdo flash photo of 
Holland's Corine Rottshafer having her 
queensize bust dimension checked by a 
“A defeated 
charged that 


bra, " Cosmo commiserated, “a calumny 
that is bound to outrage any beauty of 
today. However, the unruffled queen 


agreeably submited to a verification 
test, and emerged triumphant. She 
added, ‘I wasn't inhaling, either. " 

Back in the "Special Fiction Section 
meanwhile, 12-year-old Jimmy Prescott, 
male protagonist of a short story called 
“The Gleaners,” was gasping in wonder- 
ment at the sight of a large, unpadded 
blonde named Gloria Duval, who was 
doing a striptease on a moonlit diving 
board. The big, gorgeous color illustra- 
tion showed little Jimmy leaning, w 
with awe, against the board upon which 
Gloria was peeling down to her warm 
pink pelt. But the text revealed that 
Jimmy was merely conjuring up the 
scene in his head, while his little friend 
Karen gave an eyewitness account of the 
event, which had taken place during her 
parents’ patio party the night before: 

"Karen whispered on: ‘So there she 
s, standing all alone up there in the 
moonlight ... and then she began to 
dance!” Jimmy's heart gave a jump. "Ве 
gan to dance right up there on that little 
board. She hummed a song to herself 
about a pretty girl is like a melody, and 
she smiled up at the moon and started 
taking off her clothes.’ Jimmy squirmed 
just to think of it. ‘And everybody down 
below didn’t say any more. They just 
watched ... 

“So she took off her clothes one by 
one and dropped them over the side, 
down to everybody waiting down below. 
When she took off her bra it must have 
fallen in the pool instead, because she 
was out on the end of the board at the 
time. And then she started to step out of 
her panties and changed her mind and 
dove into the pool instead . . ." 

While the precocious Karen continued 
to describe the revels, and pour the 
ready-mixed manhauans on which she 
and Jimmy were to get so poignantly 
smashed, I began to awaken to the fact 
that Cosmopolitan had been shedding 
its fiction fig leaves for some time now. 
More and more women char: 
to be found knocking arou 
stages of undress, while bra 
were being dropped as casually as han- 
kies and gloves 

As carly as March 1960, Cosmo's "Spe- 
cial Fiction Section” had featured a 
pleasingly plump heroine, named Mrs. 
Jefferies, whose ample and oftdisplayed 
charms had the power to keep her h 
band in a high old state of erotic readi- 

es. “The simple fact is that women 
e Mrs. Jefferies are not meant to we: 
clothes at all; they are meant to wander 
7 die author of “The Third 
Party” opined. And wander about Mrs. 
Jefferies did. Mr. Jefferies couldn't have 
been more pleased. He liked “solid, 
rounded women,” but Mrs. J. yearned 
for the slim, angular figure of a f. 
model. “She muttered about her fatness, 
and wailed about her shortness, she be- 
moaned her muscular legs and her 

(continued on page 202) 


1 TELEPHONE RANG. She looked at it 
speculatively. She was not obliged to 
answer it. She was not even sure she 
should answer it. It went a second 
and a third time. She decided that if 
it rang six times she would pick it up. 

"Hello," she said softly. 

“Hello.” it was a man's voice, rum- 
bling, cavernous, “Bob there?" 

“Bob Schirmer?” she said. 

“That's right. He there?" 

“No, not at the moment. He'll be 
back in fifteen or twenty minutes.” 

“I see. Do you know if he went to a 
magazine office, Metropole's office?” 

“Но, I'm afraid § don't know where 
he went, but | know he'll be back 
soon." 

"My name is Toby Weeks. Would 
you tell him?" 
"Of course. Toby Weeks. I'll tell 
him." 

“Thanks,” he said. “Goodbye.” 

“1 could have him call you back," 
she said. 

“I'm in a booth," he said. 

"Are you near?" she said. 

He laughed, once. “No, I'm a long 
way off.” 

"Shall 1 tell Bob you'll call again?" 
she said. 

“All right," he said. “When would 
be a good time?” 

“I should think in twenty-five min- 
utes or half an hour," she said. 

"This's turning into quite a con- 
versation,” he said. "You could be 


on the other end of 
the line was this big man— 
and that was all 
she knew about him 


fiction By KEN W. PURDY 
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getting tired, holding that old stand-up 
telephone.” 

“You know about the phone?” 
was up there the night Bob brought 
the thing home. He spent half the night 
getting the black paint off it, shining up 
the brass so's to match that old bedstead. 
He's brasshappy, that boy." 
'm not holding it,” she said. "I'm 
g down." 

“So?” 

“Well, the phone is on the bed b 
me, I'm only holding the receiver. 

“L see,” he said. “What's your name, 
I might just ask?" 

“Rosa Martin.” 
“Are you about twenty-two?" 

“Twenty-three.” 

“You live in New York?” 

"I live on Cornelia Street. I'm a mod- 
el. Where do you live?” 

"In a hotel, uptown. And I play foot- 
ball for a living.” 

“Should I recognize your name? Are 
you famous?" 

"Some people know me." 

“What do you play, what position, I 
mean?” 

“Offensive tackle.” 

“Bob used to play football, didn't he?" 

‘In college he did, Wisconsin. He 
wasn't big enough for the pros, not for 
the line anyway. 


's six feet one 
and something, i: 

He laughed his short laugh again. 
“Honey,” he said, “I'm six five, І weigh 
275-280." 

She laughed. "And youre in а phone 
booth?” 

That's right Nobody in here with 
me, I can tell you that." 

“I should think not." 

“Rosa,” he said, “where'd Bob really 
gor" 

“He just went out to buy some things. 
He wanted some Scotch, some other 
things." 

"You known him very long, Bob?” he 
said. 

"No, not really We met about a 
month ago." 

“I sec. D guess it’s possible to get to 
know Bob pretty quick, sometime: 

She laughed. "I guess so," she в: 
don't know if I got to know him preu 
quick, or not." 
ou eh 
es, I like € big men, for a 
start. He's kind and gentle. He's funny. 
He can talk. 11 it that hi 
Га like to be a writer. And I can take 
him on his own terms.’ 


“What terms аге those?” 
"pom: Pk I'm not thc only 
thing in his life. the only girl he's got 


around. For all I know I'm not in the 
first six. And I don't mind that he's pret- 
"oc and matter of fact about 
things." 


ual 


"You're i 
come ba 

"Yes. 

"You don't mind that?" 

"No, І don't mind.” 

Maybe it wouldn't be such a good 
idea for me to call him in twenty or 
twenty-five minutes." 

“You can call him. I don't mind. I'll 
tell him its you. ГИ tell him to answer 
it, too." 

“You're quite a girl. 

She said nothing 

"You talk quite a lot, though, some- 
body you never met." 

"You ask a lot of questions. Anyway, 
after all, you're his friend, I'm sure he'd 
tell you a lot more than I have, if you 
asked him." 

“I don't know if I'm Bob's friend,’ 
Weeks said. "We know cach other а 
lite while. Right now, he's writing a 
piece about me for that magazine, 
Metropole. 

"You are famous, then. Or are you 
going to be, when Bob does the piece?" 
1 dunno, honey," he said. “1 don't 
know about that fame.” 

“Where did you go to school?" she 


bed wi 
ick. now, 


ng for him to 
aren't. you?" 


пе place down South, place you 
never heard of," he said. 


"Whats it called?” 


“Morgan Stat 
You're right. I never have heard of 
it” 

"Lots of ballplayers come out of the 
little schools. I don't know why that is. 
On my team, now, this season, we 
haven't got two people from schools 
anybody ever heard of." 

"What team is that" 

“Rollers.” 

“Were you an All-American?” 

“All-America, that is, honey," he said. 
“No, I didn't make the club. I'm a clu 
member, but I didn't make the club. 
That's a joke.” 

“Oh? Am I supposed to Laugh?” 

"No. Not that kind of joke." 

“АП right. But going back, I thought 
most professional football players were 
All-Americans, Americas, I mean 

No, honey. other way around, most 


с looked down at herself. She 
switched the receiver to her left hand 
nd her left ear and stroked, apprecia- 
tively, her flat little belly: 

“Bob took me to onc gam 
“I should think it would be a hard life.” 

He laughed. “Depends,” he said. “It 
harder than being a bank president, 
casicr than stevedoring. Depends, you 
eo 

His dime dropped. 

"Give me the number,” she said. “Tl 
П you back 
“Гуе got it right here,” he said. 


c 


She held the receiver away from her 
ear until she heard the coin go down. 

‘Well, you know, 1 chink you should 
say it," she said. 

"You do, do you?" 

"Yes: 

"Fm not going to." 
l| right. ГИ say it. Га like to meet 


u. 
Bigger man than you've got now 
“Don't be a bastard. I reall 
meet you. I want to know why you're so 
sad." 

"I'm. sad?" 

“You're sad. Your voice is sad. Why? 
You're so big other men have to look up 
at you. you're healthy, you h: good 
job, all right, a tough job, but it pays 
well, and I'm sure that if I weren't so ig- 
norant I'd know your name, I'm эше 
youre famous. And sad. 

"Could be. honey. Could be. But 1 
don't really think so. I don't think I'm 
so sad. Sorrowful, yes, but that's not sad. 
Hell, I'm madder than sadder! 

“I think sadder than madder 

“Depends. Anyway, that’s not such a 
big picture уоште painting there, we 
meet, and you get to decide if 15 
not. I can think of other things to do 
with my 

‘We might like each other. We might 
like cach other, we might respect е 
other, we might want cach other.” 

“Suppose we did want each other, 
hout liking, without respect 
We could say goodbye 

“We could make out, and then say 
goodbye. 

"No. 

"Respect first, huh? Liking first, ev 
time?" 

"That's for sure." 

"I think you talk about it more than 
you do it” 

“I hope so." 

He said nothing 
When you talk to Bob 


yor 


sad or 


we can arrange something. 
You want to tell him like that?" 

"Well, I'm certainly not going to start 
a big two-timing operation. It's tireso 
You're his friend, and I'm his girl, his 
f you like, or one of them. You 
ask him. Vll ask him." 

“Ie wouldn't work out, 
said. 

"Why not? Why wouldn't it” 

“Tell me, you white? 

“Am I wha? Am I white? Yes, of 
course 1 am. I—" 

“OF course’ the girl says" he 
mocked. "Of course she's white, isn’t ev. 
erybody? So you sce why it wouldn't 
work out," he said sofily. "I'm colored 
I'm a Negro.” 

“You're wrong,” she said. "It wouldn't 
make any difference to me, that 

(concluded on page 196) 


honey," he 


“I consider that а lousy job of brainwashing!” 


12 


Time was when the waking-hours focal point for a 
gentleman's retreat was a roaring hearth. But 
times change and with them the means by which 
might | 


while away his leisure 


of mc; 
hours. Jn thi 
proper that the knowledgeable bachelor should 
have lor his avocational center of auractions an 
area replete with all the latest electronic induc 
ments to keep him—and whoever he chooses to 
- hís company 


electronic age it is both meet and 


shat 


ment wall is a 


splendidly unique way of having myriad electron 
ic devices—some strictly functional, some 
strictedly for fun—all at one's s. As shown 
in the striking drawings by artist Humen Tan, it 
is a ne plus ultra custom construction based on 
оши» of wherewithal. But. withi 
kernels of ide: 


e 


genero 
gra 

both for solving s 
according to monetary limitations. (All of the com- 
ponents in the entertainment wall are currently 
available.) No champion of the sedentary life, 
PLAYBOY believes that there is a time for hard 


countles 


d ғ 


1 problems and for wor 


ime for 


work, a time for vigorous play, and a 


Icisurely unwinding. And we can think of no bet 
ter way of doing the last than by indulging one- 
elul indolence while enjoying the 


nd car made possible 


sel in eas 
wondrous delights for eye 
electronic gear. 
‚ the wall has 


by moder 
its smaller 
le of being 


Built in two u 
segment a mobile hinged section 
moved, by remote control, from а position flush 


in wall unit (where it serves 


ion being determined by a dial on the mas- 
ter control panel located in the main entertain 


ment u 
Every entertainment source, except for the mo- 
ion-picture/television projector, is within th 


n show both 


two u 
live TV 
motion-picture film, is concealed in a room behind 
an oak-paneled wall opposite the main entertain- 
t unit A panel slides open to reveal опе 
perture [or the projector and another for the 


s. (The projector, which 
well as video-tape and standard 3: 


projectionist. "The projection screen is lowered 


PLAYBOY'S 
ELECTRONIC 
ENTERTAINMENT 
WALL 


a luxurious audio-visual 
unit for the ultimate 
in at-home enjoyment 


Left: Diagram of entertain- 
ment woll illustrates one 
unique feature: a hinged 
section operated from mas- 


ter control ponel contains 
bor ond electronic equip- 
ment. It serves as a room 
divider when at 90-degree 
angle, ond separates din- 
ing area from patio when 
it is flush with rest of wall. 


Above: Mobile section of entertainment wall is shown at a 70-degree angle to main unit. The conversation oreo, consisting of couch, chairs and 


floor cushions, now becomes a luxurious entertainment focal point. At for left, on open section of oak paneling reveals apertures for movie / 
television projection room housing equipment that shows both color and black-and-white TV ond motion pictures on screen thal can be lowered 
automatically from overhead storage space in ceiling opposite. Hinged unit contains, in left section, speaker, 25” color TV, 8mm rear-projection 
movie camera, storage area. Center section has bor-equipment storage space al top. Warming shelf for keeping food and drink hot also contains 
beverage dispenser that can be operated from both sides of pass-through. Unit at bottom contains a refrigerator under countertop, with storage 
space for bottles to its right. Right-hand unit contains speaker at top, rear-view slide-projector screen with unit housed below it; storage space 
for slide drums is below projector. Moin wall unit contains closed-circuit TV, speaker system, twin oscilloscopes, record changer, turntable, 
world clock, barometer and timing device, and audio-video tope recorders. It also houses AM-FM multiplex ond short-wave tuner, intercom 
and outside telephone system, outomatic-feed cortridge-style tope deck, cutomatic record and tope selectors, and master control board, along 
with vast amounts of storage space. Coffee toble contains remote-control unit that is а modified version of the wall’s master control panel 


DESIGNED BY ART MINER RENDERINGS BY HUMEN TAN 


Above: Main entertainment wall unit is a handsome omolgom of becuty ond function. Vertically filling both ends of unit are twin specker sections, 
each containing o 15" woofer at ils boltom, a midrange speoker across its middle and a tweeter at the top. All speakers are acoustically lined 
ond independently suspended with foam rubber, ond covered with snap-on grille cloth. Between them, across the top of unit are storage com- 
partments housing slide-projector drums and equipment; they are bisected by а center-channel speaker system. Running across the center unit's 
midsection, from left to right: Closed-circuit TV with push-button controls to focus in on oll ports of ће pad; twin oscilloscopes; a 77—107 tope 
recorder, world clock, borometer, and 24-hour timing device for preselection of electronic functions including audio-video taping while the master 
is owoy. Beneath the three large diols ore сп AM-FM multiplex tuner опа a short-wave, ship-to-shore radio; o video-tape unit; a tape-reel file 
with push-button selector below. The bins benecth the center section contain, from left to right: LP storage with automatic push-button selector 
ропе! above it; automatic record changer, master control panel under which are amplifiers, preamp units and automatic relays; manual turntable; 


special humidity-ond-temperature-controlled storage space for collector's-item records. Remote-controlled motion-picture/television-projection 
screen is set in ceiling in front of unit, runs for almost its full length. All wood surfaces of the entertainment wall are oiled walnut. 


» its recess in the ceil 
n entertainment unit.) 


autom 
forward of the ma 


applying the festive potables for an eve- 


section of the hinged unit. At the bottom is a 
small refrigerator to store cubes and bottles that 
а large storage com- 


and other para- 
bar above 


is part 
id 
а uniqu 
automatic drink dispenser which works from both 
sides of the pass-through; with it, the host can 


push-button whatever arrangement of hard and 
soft potations has been preordained. With ten 
spigots at his command, he might have them ar- 
ranged for Scotch, bourbon, vodka, gin. dry ver- 
mouth, sweet vermouth, orange juice, tomato 
juice, carbonated water and spring water. Resting 
on top of the di is an automaticheat-con- 
trol Hot Top where one can brew coffee and keep 
it and hors d'oeuvres or canapés warm. Over the 
al storage space for glassware and 
other bar sundries. 

То the left of the central bar area is a 25-inch 
color-TV unit, with an 8mm rear-projection mo- 
tion-picture camera directly below it, and, on the 


right, a drum-type rear-action slide projector with 
sound п 


ks, similar to those on motion-picture 
films, working off the individual slides. Sound 
commentary can also be worked fr a 

in the main unit. At the top of each section 
ing the central т system. All of 
the electronic gear is operated from the master 


ar 


isa 


nel in the main unit, with a number of 


control р: 
the main controls also located 
control panel set into a coffee table that is w 
fingertip reach from couch, floor cus 


wall, however, that contains its working heart. 
ighteen feet long. compared to the ten of the 
hinged unit, the main section has its principal 
ker systems set up at cach end їп a vertical 


sp 
arrangement that reaches almost from floor to 


ceiling: each complete unit is covered with snap. 
on grille cloth to allow easy access to individu: 
speakers. Each speaker system consists of the fol- 
lowing: a fifteen-inch woofer for low frequency, 
two cightinch extended-range speakers for the 
midrange frequencies, (concluded on page 164) 


Left: Master control panel shows, in upper left-hand cor- 
ner, automatic telephone system; its two-way voice 
amplifier is on woll over panel. Beneath phone ore on- 
off switches for illumination of components. Center sec- 
tion of panel has, at top, controls for movable section 


2 
145 


of voll, movie screen, drapes, and roto-ontenna on roof. 
Beneath these is moster dimmer control system for equip- 
ment ord room lighting. Below ore switches for speoker 
selection in vorious rooms. The next bonk of diols con- 


trols volume on all units; ot bottom ore other preamp 
controls. Right-hand on-off buttons work oll equipment. 125 
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THE PAST TWELVEMONTH has been an eventful one in the jazz world. New talent has blossomed 
forth; some members of the old guard have had dramatic rebirths. Fresh sounds are abroad in 
tbe land; classic jazz idioms have displayed surprisingly strong staying power. It has been 
a time of change, with revolutionaries and counterrevolutionaries vying for the public's ear. 


You now have a chance to acknowledge those artists who you feel have made the most 
meaningful contributions to jazz this past year by voting in the 1965 Playboy Jazz Poll, Amer- 
ica's biggest and most noteworthy jazz consensus. "This year's ballot, as in the past, is com- 
prised of only those artists who have been active on the jazz scene during the past 12 months. 
Those musicians honored by the readers will make up the 1965 All-Star Jazz Band and will 
each receive the much-coveted Playboy Jazz Medal. 


To vote, all you have to do is read the simple instructions below, check off your fa- 
vorite jazzmen where indicated, and make sure you forward the ballot to us. 


1. Your official Jazz Poll ballot is attached to this page. A Nominating Board composed 
of jazz editors, critics, representatives of the major recording companies and winners of last 
year's poll has selected the jazz artists it considers to be the most outstanding and/or pop- 
ular of the year. These nominations should serve solely as an aid to your recollection of 
jazz artists and performances, not as a guide on how to yote. You may vote for any living art- 
ist in the jazz field. 


2. The artists have been divided into categories to form the Playboy All-Star Jazz Band, 
so in some categories you should vote for more than one musician (е.р., four trumpets, four 
trombones, two alto saxes, two tenor saxes), because a big band normally has more than one 
of these instruments playing in it. Be sure to cast the correct number of votes, as designated 
on the ballot, because too many votes in any category will disqualify all of your votes in that 
category. 

3. IF you wish to vote for an artist who has been nominated, simply place an X in the 
box before his name on the ballot; if you wish to vote for an artist who has not been nomi- 
nated, write his name on one of the lines provided at the bottom of the category and place an 
X in the box before it. 


4. For leader of the 1965 Playboy All-Star Jazz Band, limit your choice to the men who 
have led a big band (eight or more musicians) during the past 12 months; for instrumental 
combo, limit your choice to groups of seven or fewer musicians. 


5, Please print your name and address in the space at the bottom of the last page of the 
ballot. You may cast only one complete ballot in the poll, and that must carry your name 
and address if your vote is to be counted. 


6. Cut your two-page ballot along the dotted line and mail it to PLAYBOY JAZZ POLL, 
232 E. Ohio Street, Chicago, Illinois 60611. Ballots must be postmarked before midnight, Oc- 
tober 15, 1964, in order to be counted, so get yours in the mail today. The results of the ninth 
annual Playboy Jazz Poll will appear in the February 1965 issue. 


NOMINATING BOARD: Cannonball Adderley, Louis Armstrong, Bob Brockmeyer, Ray 
Brown, Dave Brubeck, Charlie Byrd, John Coltrane, Bill Comstock (The Four Freshmen), Miles 
Davis, Buddy DeFranco, Paul Desmond, Duke Ellington, Ella Fitzgerald, Pete Fountain, Stan Getz, 
Dizzy Gillespie, Lionel Hampton, Al Hirt, Milt Jackson, J. J. Johnson, Philly Joe Jones, Henry 
Mancini, Wes Montgomery, Joe Morello, Gerry Mulligan, Oscar Peterson, Frank Sinatra, Kai Wind- 
ing, Peter Yarrow (Peter, Paul & Mary), Si Zentner; George Avakian, Independent Record Producer; 
Leonard Feather, Jazz Critic; Nat Hentoff, Jazz Critic; George T. Simon, Jazz Commentator, New 
York Herald Tribune; John Tynan, West Coast Editor, Down Beat; Russ Wilson, Oakland Trib- 
une; Esmond Edwards, Argo; Nesuhi Ertegun, Atlantic; Jackie Mills, Ava; Dave Cavanaugh, Cap- 
itol; Jack Lewis, Colpix; Teo Macero, Columbia; Lester Koenig, Contemporary; Milt Gabler, 
Decca; Bernard C. Solomon, Everest; John Driscoll III, Fantasy; Robert Thiele, Impulse; Dave 
Pell, Liberty; Jack Tracy, Mercury; Richard Bock, Pacific Jazz; Ozzie Cadena, Prestige; Brad McCuen, 
RCA Victor; Dick Goodman, 20th Century-Fox; George Wein, United Artists; Randall Wood, Vee 
Jay; Creed Taylor, Verve; Jimmy Hilliard, Warner Brothers, 


Paul Chambers 
Gene Cherico 
Buddy Clark 
Bill Crow 

Art Davis 
George Duvivier 
Pops Foster 
Johnny Frigo 
Bob Haggart. 
Percy Heath 
Milt Hinton 
Major Holley 
Chubby Jackson 
Г] Eddie Jones 

[J Sam Jones 

O Charlie Mingus 
O Red Mitchell 
Joe Mondragon 
Monk Montgomery 
Gary Peacock 
Mike Rubin 
Howard Rumsey 
Eddie Safranski 
Arvell Shaw 
Slam Stewart 
George Tucker 
Leroy Vinnegar 
Wilbur Ware 
Gene Wright 

E] Dec Young 


C|Daaagaagaaamgd 


DOaadogoadaoaaaago 


DRUMS 
(Please check one.) 
Dave Bailey 
Danny Barcelona 
Ray Bauduc 
[J Louis Bellson 
Г] Denzil Best 

Art Blakey 
Larry Bunker 


ICICICI 


LH] йш 
Г] Louis Hayes 
Г] Roy Haynes 
Г) Red Holt 

© Ron Jefferson 
© Osie Johnson 
[J Elvin Jones 

|o Jones 

hilly Joc Jones 


Gene Krupa 
Don Lamond 
Stan Levey 
Mel Lewis 
Shelly Manne 
Joc Morello 
Sonny Payne 
Walter Perkins 
Charlie Persip 
п 


Sam Woodyard 


MISC. INSTRUMENT 
(Please check one.) 
Chet Baker, Fliigelhorn 
Ray Brown, cell 
Milt Buckner, organ 
Larry Bunker, ota 
uses 
Candido, bongo 
Buddy Collette, [lute 


oO 
0 
5 
Li 
[| 
[и] 
El 
O John Coltrane, soprano sax 


Bob Cooper, oboe 
Miles Davis, Flügelhorn 
Leo Diamond, harmonica 
Don Elliott, vibes, mellophone 
Art Farmer, Fliigelhorn 
Victor Feldman, vibes 
jesse Fuller, harmonica 
‘erry Gibbs, vibes 
Tommy Gumina, accordion 
Lionel Hampton, vibes 
Paul Horn, flute 
Milt Jackson, vibes 
Roland Kirk, manzello, stritch 
Steve Lacy. soprano sax 
Prince Lasha, flute 
Yusef Lateef, flute 
Charles Lloyd, flute 
Г] Herbie Mann, flute 
james Moody, flute 
ay Nance, violin 
E] Red Norvo, vibes 
0 Dave Pike, vibes 


ogopopogooooooogooa 


co 


FEMALE VOCALIST 
(Please check one.) 
07 Ernestine Anderson 
0 Joan Bacz 
E] Pearl Bailey 
C] La Vern Baker 
E] Mae Barnes 
EJ Joy Bryan 
D Jackie Cain 
E] Vikki Carr 
E] Dizhann Carroll 
E] June Christy 
Ej] Chris Connor 
E] Barbara Dane 
E] Doris Day 
E] Ethel Ennis 
Frances Faye 
Ej] Ella Fitzgerald 
E] Connie Francis 
E] Aretha Franklin 
D Judy Garland 
E] Eydie Gormé 


O DeFranco-Gumina Quartet 
E] Dukes of Dixieland 
O Don Fllis Trio 
Q Bill Evans Trio 
© An Farmer Quartet 
E] Firchouse Five plus Two 
D Erroll Gamer Trio 
Stan Getz Quartet 
Ej Dizzy Gillespie Quintet 
E] Jimmy Сішїте Trio 

Vince Guaraldi Trio 
E] Chico Hamilton Quintet. 
Г] Al Hirt's New Orleans Sextet 
B Abmad Jamal Trio 

Jazz Crusaders 

Ы oss Jones Quartet 
[] Barney Kessel Quartet 
E Gene Krupa Quartet 
[ Ramsey Lewis Trio 
Lighthouse All-Stars 
E] Gildo Mahones 
E] Shelly Manne and his Men 


E] Pony Poindexter, soprano sax [J Shirley Horn © Les McCann Ltd. 
0) Emil Richards, vibes E] Lena Ноте E] Marian McPartland Trio 
J Dick Roberts, banjo [Г] Helen Humes O Charlie Mingus Sextet 
© Shorty Rogers, Flügelhorn © Lurlean Hunter EJ Modern Jazz Quartet 
E Bob Rosengarden, bongo [] Mahalia Jackson Г] Thelonious Monk Quartet 
E] Willie Ruff, French horn E] Etta James E] Gerry Mulligan Quartet. 
E) Shirley Scott, organ E] Sheila Jordan E] Turk Murphy's Jazz Band 
O Bud Shank, flute D Teddi King O Red Nichols’ Five Pennies 
E] Jimmy Smith. organ E] Eartha Kitt 4 Red Norvo Quintet 
O Ray Starling, mellophonium B Wes Kral Art Pepper Quartet. 
E] Clark Terry, Fligelhorn E КОШЕ ЖҮЛ» 
0 Jean Thielemans, harmonica g AU а G André Previn Trio 
E] Cal Tjader, vibes © Julie London 17 Max Roach Quintet 
D Art Van Damme, accordion m ia Lynne 17 Sonny Rollins Quartet 
O Julius Watkins, French horn [] M. fakeba E] George Russell Sextet 
B Frank Wess, flute (© Barbara McNair E George Shearing Quintet 
E] Carmen McRae E] Horace Silver Quintet 
аус P. Morgan ina Si i 
MALE VOCALIST Ej Айа os EA Cels onan о 
(Please check one.) E] Patti Page E] "Terry-Broolaneyer Quintet 
E] David Allen © Sue Raney Н Cal Tjader Q Q uet 
Û] Mose Allison E] Della Reese Н Teddi Wilson Trio 
Ша зырп ÛÎ Ann Richards Ы Kai Мир Sextet 
E] Harry Belafonte E] Mavis Rivers B нке 
E] Tony Bennett E] Annie Ross Eb e ee 
Г] Brook Benton 0 Dinah Shore a 
B SS H үш VOCAL GROUP 
Û Nat "King" Cole E] Jennie Smith. (lese chee ones 
[] Perry Como E] Keely Smith Shee aan 
O Bing Crosby © Joanie Sommers U EQ 
Em D Jackie Cain & Roy Kral 
D Vic Damone Г] Jo Stafford Clana Bros £M ka 
Bobby Darin Dakota Stato; E) Сосови Макет 
p on E Double Six of Paris 
Г] Sammy Davis Jr. Г] Barbra Streisand Four Freshmen 
L] Matt Dennis E] Teri Thornton BS 
E) Johnny Desmond E] Diana Trask E Ton Eendricks Si 
Ej Fats Domino rendre E) Jon Hendricks Singers 
[B] acci ein O Margaret Whiting [annm 
Г] Billy Eckstine EB Lee Wit в EIGE SERIE = 
[] Buddy Greco Г] Nancy Wilson EI esten 
0) Roy Hamilton B EM STE 
E Johnny Hartman Ooa was es 
© Clancy Hayes INSTRUMENTAL COMBO О King Sist 
D Bill Henderson (Please check one.) ÛÛ Kingston Trio 
O Jon Hendricks Г] Cannonball Adderley Sextet £ Limeliters 
0 Al Hibbler © Louis Armstrong All-Stars — С) McGuire Sisters 
D Lightnin’ Hopkins ( Chet Baker Quintet O Mills Brothers 
E Johnny Janis D Al Belletto Quartet C) Chad Mitchell Trio 
D) Jack Jones E] Art Blakey and the Jazz Û] Modemaires 
Г] Frankie Laine Messeng Ю Peter, Paul & Мату 
E] Steve Lawrence Г] Dave Brubeck Quartet Г] Platters 
D Trini Lopez © Сһагііс Byrd Trio E] The Raclets 
0 Dean Martin E] Barbara Carroll Trio D Staple Singers 
0 Johny Mathis ÛJ AlCohn-ZootSims Quintet [O Kirby Stone Four 
а McCann O Cy Coleman Trio E] Swingle Singers 
Mark Murphy E] Ornette Coleman Quartet Û] Clara Ward Singers 
E] Jackic Paris E] John Coltrane Quartet 0 Weavers 
E] Arthur Prysock Г] Miles Davis Sextet 0 
Jimmy Rushing 
E] Jack Sheldon 
[Г] Frank Sinatra Name and address must be printed here to authenticate ballot. 
E] Mel Tormé 
0) Joe Turner Name. 
E) Andy Williams 
D Joe Williams Address. 
jimmy Witherspoon 
9 ПЕ City State Zip Code - = 
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LEADER 
(Please check one.) 
[J Count Basic 
0 Les Brown 
Г] Ray Connitt 
E] Les Elgart 
Г] Duke Ellington 
Gil Evans 
Maynard Ferguson 
H Кы 
D Terry Gibbs 
Г] Dizzy Gillespie 
© Benny Goodman 
Lionel Hampton 
Ted Heath 
Г] Woody Herman 
E] Harry James 
E] Quincy Jones 
Г] Stan Kenton 
Г] Henry Mancini 
Г] Billy May 
Г] Ray McKinley 
Г] Gerry Mulligan 
Г] Oliver Nelson 
Г] Marty Paich 
E] Nelson Riddle 
[3 Shorty Rogers 
[J Pete Rugolo 
E] Lu Watters 
[ Gerald Wilson 
D Si Zentner 
o 


TRUMPET 
(Please check four.) 
E] Nar Adderley 
Г] Louis Armstrong 
E] Chet Baker 
Emmett Ber y 
H Ruby Braft 
E] Billy Butterfield 
Г] Donald Byrd 
Г] Conte Candoli 


[mi 
Г] Buck Clayton 


© Miles Davis 

© Wild Bill Davison 
© Kenny Dorham 
L] Harry Edison 

0 Roy Eldridge 

0 Don Ellis 

E] Art Farmer 

E] Maynard Ferguson 
E] Dizzy Gillespie 
[m] Don Goldie 

E] Bobby Hackett 
D A Hirt. 

(2 Freddie Hubbard 
E] Bill Hunt 

0 Harry James 

5 Came Jones 


Ej Blue Mitchell 
E] Lee Morgan 

0 Ray Nance 

Г] Joe Newman 
Ej Red Nichols 

[ Shorty Rogers 
E] Ernie Royal 

E] Doc Severinsen 
L] Charlie Shavers 
П Jack Sheldon 
E] Muggsy Spanier 
E] Rex Stewart. 

E] Clark Terry 

E] Lu Watters 


TROMBONE 
(Please check four.) 
[O Fred Assunto 
0 Dave Baker 
O Mitt Rernhart. 


D Harry Betts. 

Bob Brookmeyer 
Lawrence Brown 
Georg Brunis 
Jimmy Cleveland. 
Cutty Cutshall. 
Wilbur De Paris 
Vic Dickenson 
Bob Fitzpatrick 
Carl Fontana 
Curtis Fuller 
‘Tyree Glenn 
Bennie Green 
Urbie Green 
Al Grey 
Slide Hampton 
Bill Harris 
"Wayne Henderson 
J.C. Higginbotham 
Quentin Jackson 
J- Johnson 
Jimmy Knepper 
Melba Liston 
Albert Mangelsdorft 
Lon McGarity 
Renny Morton 
Turk 
п, 

Kid Огу 

"Tommy Pederson 
Benny Powell 

Frank Rosolino 

Di 
P 


K 
‘Trummy Young 
SiZentner 
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ALTO SAX 
(Please check two.) 

E] Cannonball Adderley 
Gabe Baltazar 
Al Belletto 
Earl Bostic 
Benny Carter 
‘Ornette Coleman 
Hank Crawford 
Paul Desmond 
Lou Donaldson 
Herb Geller 
Gigi Gryce 
John Handy 
Johnny Hodges 
Paul Horn 
Lee Konitz 
Walt Levinsky 
Charlie Mariano 
Jackie McLean 
‘James Moody 
‘Ted Nash 
E. Niehaus 

rt Pepper 
D Robert Plater 
E] Bud Shank 


О00000060000000000000 


ü PRI Woods 
© Leo Wright 
LH 
oO 


TENOR SAX 

(Please check two.) 
D Georgie Auld 
Г) Al Cohn 

John Coltrane 
Boh Cooper 
Eddic Davis 
Sam Donahue 
Teddy Edwards 
Booker Ervin 
E) Wilton Felder 
O Bud Freeman 
0) Stan Getz 


0000001 


Г] Benny Golson 
E] Paul Gonsalves 
Ej John Griffin 

[ГЛ Eddie Harris 
E] Coleman Hawkins 
E] Jimmy Heath. 
0) Bill Holman 
Г] Illinois Jacquet 
Г] Budd Johnson 
Г] Plas Johnson 
Г] Richie Kamuca 
Г] Roland Kirk 
O ЛІ Кіт 

O Yusef Lateef 
E Charles Lloyd 
Г] Eddie Miller 
E] Hank Mobley 
0 James Moody 
ido Musso 
"Fathead" Newman 
E] Sal Nistico 

C] Dave Pell 

E] Bill Perkins. 

[Г] Flip Phil 


E 


O Buddy Tate 
Stanley Turrentine 
[ Ben Webster 

B» 

о 


BARITONE SAX 
(Please check one.) 

[ Pepper Adams 

E] Ernie Caceres 

D Jay Cameron 

E Charle Carney 


Frank Hittner 

E Bill Hood 

© Peter Leeds 

E] Gerry Mulligan 

Г] Jack Nimitz 

Г] Cecil Payne 

[J Jerome Richardson 

E] Clifford Scott 

0 Bud Shank 
Lonnic Shaw 

Г] Sahib Shihab 

[J Stanley Webb 

[m] 


INET 
(Please check one.) 
Г] Bamey Bigard 
Г] Acker Bilk 
E] Phil Bodner 
[Г] Buddy Collette 
0) Buddy DeFranco 
[ Pete Fountain 
E] Jimmy Сішїте 
Г] Benny Goodman 
[Г] Edmond Fall 
E] Jimmy Hamilton 


Sol Yaged 


(Please check one.) 
Г] Mose Allison 
E] Count Basie 
Ronnie Brown 
[ Dave Brubeck 
Г] Barbara Carroll 
[3 Су Coleman 
Lj Johnny Eaton 
E] Duke Ellington 
z} 


E] Victor Feldman 


O Clare Fischer 
[] Bob Florence 
E] Russ Freeman 
iul 


© Vince Guaraldi 

[3 Herbie Hancock 

С] Eddie Heywood 

[Г] Earl "Fatha" Hines 
Г] Ahmad Jamal 

C] Pete Jolly 

[] Hank e 
mi 
ni 
ij 


E] Junior Mance 
[] Ronnie Matthews 
0 Les McCann 
Г] Marian McPartland 
H Thelonious Monk 
Peter Nero 
Phineas Newborn, Jr- 
Oscar Peterson 
Bud Powell 
André Previn 
Jimmy Rowles 
George Shearing 
Don Shirley 
Horace Silver 
Derek Smith 
Martial Solal 
Billy Taylor 
Cecil Taylor 
Bobby Timmons 
Lennie Tristano 
McCoy Tyner 
Mal Waldron 
Randy Weston 
Mary Lon Williams 
Teddy Wilson 
Joe Zawinul 


о0000500050000000000000 


GUITAR 
(Please check one.) 
Laurindo Almeida 
O Chet Atkins 
[] Billy Bauer 
Kenny Burrell 
Charlie Byrd 
Eddie Condon 
Herb Ellis 
Tal Farlow 
Barry Galbraith 
Johnny Gray 
Freddie Green 
Grant Green 
Jim Hall 
Bill Harris 
E] AI Hendrickson 
Barney Kessel 
Û Mundell Lowe 
Wes Montgomery 
Oscar Moore 
Г] Tony Mottola 
Joe Pass 
Les Paul 

immy Raney 
Howard Roberts 
Sal Salvador 
Bola Sete 
Johnny Smith 
Les Spann 
Gabor Szabo 
George Van Eps 
Al Viola 


0000000000000 
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BASS 
(Please check one.) 

O Chuck Andrus 
9 Don Bagley 
[] Norman Bates 
[ Joe Benjamin 
[] Keter Betts 
Г] Ray Brown 
O Monty Budwig 
[] Red Callender 
0 Ron Carter 
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COMRADE, SHMOMRADE.. M GETTING OUT OF HERE! 


SYMBOLIC SEX 


more sprightly spoofings of the signs of our times a: 
humor By DON ADDIS 


F 


HERE SHE iS... Miss AMERICA... 
pd H THEY SAY He HAS A 


DIRTY MiND 
WHY NoT? ITS A DOUAR AN HOUR 


FoR JUST WALKING ARPUND! 
7 zA | DoNT KNow WHAT MAKES Him Tick 


Гр (WE To Go, Bor | HAVENT I JusT Hope THis ENDVÍD STUFF WORKS 
Got A THING To WEAR, 5 


о 999 Q 


No,NO..iTS BASHFUL THURSDAY NIGHTS, SNEE2Y 
FRIDAY NIGHTS AND ME SATURDAY NiGHTS... 


assess € 


“None of that modern furniture for us!” 
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CAUGHT IN THE ACT 


satire BY JERRY YULSMAN 


the classic confrontation between the returning husband and the errant wife caught 
in flagrante delicto—as nine major movie directors might interpret it on the screen 


WHEN MAY IRWIN AND JOHN C. RICE electrified nickelodeon audiences with the screen's first flickering kiss—a prim 60second 
buss which was the smash scandal of 1896—moving pictures became not only big business but also a magnifying mirror for the 
moral moods of their times. They still are; but times, happily, have changed. Keeping pace with moviegoers, the movies have 
since learned to dish up the facts of life with unblushing frankness. Licit and illicit, sex is today bigger box office than ever be- 


fore; and never has its infinite variety been more openly explored—in everything from the.cheapest nudie movies to the multi 
million-dollar ¢ 


and avantgarde award winners. Whatever their genre, no variation on this evergreen theme is more 
time-honored than that of the cuckolded husband, the wayward wife and the philandering paramour whose triangular misad 
ventures are invariably climaxed by the melodramatic moment when hubby returns home to find the little woman in flagrante 
delicto. This scene is such a classic cinematic cliché that we got to wondering how several of our favorite directors might attempt 
to breathe fresh life into this age-old confrontation. In the following photo spoof, we suggest the manner in which nine well 
known moviemakers might proceed, each in his own distinctive cinematic style. 


STANLEY KUBRICK, the gifted young American director of Lolita and Dr. Strangelove 


STRANGELOVE: Gottenhimmel! Mein fershlugginer artificial arm vould pick zis moment to go on der fritz! 
LOLITA: Act casual. My husband Humbert and that icky General Torpidson are coming into radar range. 


TONY RICHARDSON, the Academy Award—winning English director of Tom Jones 


HUSBAND: Zounds, madam! Dost thou hold so cheap thy connubial vows that thou darest glut and gorge thyself with this 
whoreson bounder, and at thy husband's very table? WIFE: Slurp?! HUSBAND: And what say thee, ? KNAVE: Burp! 


LAIN RESNAIS, avant-garde French director who won international fame with his otherworldly Last Year at Marienbad 


WIFE: Who are you? LOVER: Who am I? DREAM WIFE: Who are they? DREAM LOVER: Who are we? 
FANTASY WIFE: Who is she? FANTASY LOVER: Who is he? HUSBAND: Who ha! And on the front lawn yet! 


AKIRA KUROSAWA, Japan's widely acclaimed writer-director of Rashomon, The Seven Samurai, tkiru and Yojimbo 


LOVER: This humble servant senses that he has somehow offended honorable host. 
HUSBAND: Regret necessity of pointed reminders that hospitality of humble home includes tea but no sugar. 


ALFRED HITCHCOCK, 
director of such horrific 
spine tinglers as 

Psycho and The Birds 


WIFE: Now, darling—you know he insists on appearing in one scene of every movie he directs. 
VOICE FROM SHOWER: Good evening. 


ROGER VADIM, the French director of Les Liaisons Dangereuses who made a star of Bardot in And God Created Woman 


INGMAR BERGMAN, 
Sweden's New Wave master 
of mystical symbolism and 
candid sensuality 


WIFE: / don't know what ycu're getting so upset about. It's all symbolic anyway. 


FEDERICO FELLINI, Italy's brilliant chronicler of decadence in such award winners as La Dolce Vita and 8% 


uv р 
iy | 


| 
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HUSBAND: Mamma mial My wife and her bridge club in an orgy in our living room! 
WIFE: Oh, oh, here's bigmouth! Now it'll be all over Romel 


opinion By JAMES BLISH as he faces the 


st is at the focus of a battery of eight 
tape recorders, with an attendant by each. At a si 


J, he 
s t0 speak. So do all eight tape recorders, Each one 
his voice—but all the speeches are 
ion none of them is the speech the 
artist himself is delivering. 

Let us pause here, dear friends a 
ask: What is going on here? Is the 
man addressing an nce of psychiatrists? Or is 
experiment in one-man choral poetry reading which has 
gotten out of sync? Or is it just a Greenwich Village 
"happening"? 

Any of these explanations would make sense, but the 
иш is almost beyond belicf, The truth 

This is supposed to be music 

"The man with the nine voices is а dead-serious American 
composer named John Саре, and his composition of ul 
far from the weirdest he has concocted in th 
course of a relatively short career. Н there are any com- 
» this hall, they 
which consists almost entirely of people who are so afraid 
of being thought Philistines by posterity that they will sit 
earnestly still for anything chac is offered to them as serious 


d gentle hearts, and 
si a nad. 


an 


the 


e 


modern music, even if—as in this and a number of other 


famous cases—not a al note 


gle be heard. 

Let us repeat, this is by no means an extreme example, 
nor is Cage the only offender. The new concert music of 
the 20th Century has finally gone off the deep end, 
now more remote from its potential audience ui 


is 


worst of avantgarde poetry ever was in any 
If this trend continues—and it is in fact accel- 
he concert music that will be oflered our chil- 
dren will be as minor an art as flower arranging, and 
ng just as littl 
"The essence of this change is remark 


bly simple, though 


it has a complicated history and a disastrous outcome 
Until our century, the serious composers m 


у to show that he was a better 
n his predecessors. Today, with few but îm- 
portant exceptions, his primary concern is to be different 

Nobody denies, or would want to deny, the great ch 
that have occurred in Western. music si 
made the primary harmonic discovery—that women tend 
10 sing the “sa 
Almost all of these changes added to the exp 
formal composition by allowing into the art devices, pro- 
cedures, instruments and forms thought inadmissible by 
the preceding era, And it's also true that most of the inno- 

ators were denounced by their peers—composers and 
critics alike—ais musical (continued on page 196) 


" melody an octave higher than men do. 


ssivity of 


composition or decomposition— 
a skeptical ear is cocked at 
the atonal and no-tonal sounds 


inyoUriccncer’ halls 


MUSICREABSURD 


“Watch it with that pick, will you, Mr. Crumsted?” 
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“This ought to attract 
some attention when I 


put й in the window.” 


Ribald Classic 
a tale from 
Ser Giovanni's Il Pecorone 


the tutor 
who taught 


too well, 
alas 


JERE ONCE LIVED a young and innocent sti 
dent named Bucciolo who, having finished a 
course of tedious study at Bologna and still 
having before him the time for some sport 
erc his return to Rome, asked his tutor to use 
what days re g him in the 
ways of lov 
"You could not have chosen 
than I, for this is a pool in which I oft 
slaked my thirst. 
ing Ше lessons, dhe professor told 
the student to go to a certain church upon 
the Sunday next, choose the most lovely lady 
there assembled, follow her to where she 
report back to him. Buc- 
ciolo did as he w: returned to tell 
his mentor what there had taken place. 

“So far so good!” cried the tutor, amused 
at the snortings of the colt. “Now walk you 
carefully in front of her house, casting your 
eyes toward it in a modest and becoming 
manner, so that she cannot fail to perceive 
you and be struck by your attention. Then 
return to me for further tutelage.” 

Performing as directed, the student prome- 
naded with great discretion before the lady's 
door and happily discovered that she, by 
hooded glances, looked upon him with some 
favor. Great was his joy—and quick his re- 
sponse—when she invited him to visit her 
that evening. 

The professor was less joyful, however, 
when he heard of the progress of his charge; 
for, upon putting together various circum- 
stances, particularly regarding the location of 
the lady's house, he began to suspect thar the 
none other than his wife. Thus, 
nxiety, he asked Bucciolo if 
tended to accept the invitation. “To be 
replied the knave. 

Thus, Bucciolo was no soon 
that night th 


r on his way 
n the professor slipped himself 


out quietly in cautious pursuit. In time he 
w his pupil truly stop at his own door, 
which was opened at a slight tap, and then 


the youth was admitted by the professor 
wife herself. “Alas!” cried the tutor, “I fear 
this young scoundrel has learned more quick- 
ly than T had expected.” With this, he ran 
back to the college and there, arming himself 
» stick and with sword, hastened then him 
back 10 his hom 
When the lady, sitting so close beside Buc- 
ciolo that no goose could drive a quill be- 
tween them, heard а smart knock upon her 
ccognized it as that of her hus- 

Alarmed, she concealed her lover un 


der a heap of damp wash in a corner, then 
opened she the door. "Where is the villain!” 
bellowed her husband as he strode into the 
room; and, bawling like a bullock, he 
searched the house—probing every place but 
the right one and ignoring the virtuous asser- 
tions of his wife. Finally he returned, mutter- 
ing, to the gymnasium, whereupon his spouse 
immediately served her student lover à fine 
capon and gave him wine and fruit, along 
with other delights. 
Arriving the next day at college, Bucciolo 
mnocently informed the professor that he 
had something to tell him which he was sure 
would make the graybeard chuckle. 
dent then related the night's proceedings, 
explaining that he had not been caught be- 
ise he was hiding under a pile of wash and 
appending that he would return to the lady's 
house that afternoon for further romping. 
“Then be sure to go,” replied the professor. 
somewhat bleakly, "and come you back to- 
morrow and tell me how you fared." With 
that the student departed at a brisk pace— 
with the professor not far astern. 

‘The latter, arriving at his house just in 
пе to have the door slammed upon his 
face, embarked upon an understandable ti- 
rade. Hearing this, his wife placed Bucciolo 
behind the door, then opened d threw 
her arms around her husband. pulling him 

nto the house and thus allowing her lover to 
pe. At once the professor cast himself at 
the heap of wash. "Help, h icked the 
. "my husband has gone mad!" At this 
t came the neighbors running and there 
v the peaceful pedagog repeatedly 


ard, di 


g Thereupon they chained him 
down like 


madman, declaring that he must 
i use of excessive study. 
g. on coming to the col- 
lege to report to his professor as usual, Buc- 
ciolo heard the news that the tutor had gone 
mad and wi ned in his home. Being 
directed to the house, the youth blanched as 
he recognized Wat temple of assignation. 
Nevertheless, he entered the place and. upon 
observing his master collapsed upon his bed, 
gulped audibly and inquired: “Noble sir, is 
there anything I Gin do for you 
To which the professor, with commenda- 
ble irony. replied. “No thank you 
you have done enough. Depart, my pup 
have learned your lessons far too well.” 


you 


Retold by John D. Keefauver ED 143 


In the cool of early morning the hunting party assembles outside the Chóteau de Raray's splendid Renaissance 
facade. As the participants exchange traditional huntsmen's greetings and the hounds yip and caper in less formal 
anticipation, the attendants in foreground prepare to start the hunt with a flourish of notes from their golden horns. 


Right: A stag is cornered by hounds and hunters. 
At bay, he will be dispatched quickly while hunt- 
ing horns sound Ае аі, the signal of his death 


man at his leisure 


neiman portrays the pageantry of a french deer hunt 


CHANTILLY, a small village set in deeply forested countryside 
25 miles north of ite for one of the world’s 
most aristocratic divertisements: riding to hounds in pursuit of 
deer. The classic chasse à courre, which once flourished under 
the royal enthusiasm of pre-Revolution monarchs, is а tradi- 
tion sustained nce today through the private sponsor- 
ship of a few titled clite—the counts, duki quis and 
barons who still have a passion, and the francs, for the hunt. 
A recent : Я x sport was 
PLAYBOY 

who was invited to the CI ntilly to view a hunt 
held under the auspices of the № de Roi Grand 
Veneur, or humtmaster, of the Rallye Pique-Avant. Reports 
the totally unself-con- 
—snobisme of all 
у sd men in traditional 
g garb to their elegant ladies, to the attendant. pi- 
queurs, the class-conscious grooms and dog handlers. An aura 
of time-honored protocol infuses the proceedings, a sense of 
ceremony which is conveyed with typical French flair. The 
hunt itself is a tremendously exhi alfair, enacted 
against landscapes of unmatched rustic beauty, and punctu- 
ated by the cry of the pack and the brassy blasts of the circular 
hunting horns which sound as the hounds pick up the scent, 
when the game is sighted, and following the kill. As the ring- 
ing tone h the woods they seem to go back 
through time in search of similar sounds long 
eflect is that of a charmin 
talgic in its re-enactment. 


eiman, 


„ from the impeccabl 


echo thr 


асе lost—the 
ry tale, made poignantly nos- 


man at his leisure continued 


In autumnal air as bracing os a snifter of cognac, the field flashes past 
the venerable Château de Chantilly and on across the gentle country- 
side of the Senlis-Chantilly area in full pursuit of its fleet quarry. 


УЧ ӨП 
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Closely pressed by the hunters, a swift stag takes to a small forest lake. The run is not yet over, for deer are 


strong swimmers and able to survive currents the pack can't navigate. When hard pressed, a resourceful stag 
may sometimes submerge completely except for nostrils and antlers, which he artfully camouflages in Icke foliage. 


Playmates ‘Revisited + 1962 


playboy encores its ninth year's gatefold girls 


THE POLLS REMAIN OPEN in our special election for the ten Playmates of the Decade, all of whom. 
will appear in a December Readers’ Choice pictorial. The 1962 roster of candidates, herein pic- 
tured, validates the ancient adage that good things come in pairs. Before our ninth year of pub- 
lication, we had never photographed a Canadian Playmate; that year we reached north of the 
border for two, Pamela Anne Gordon (March) and Unne Terjesen (July), who was born in Odda, 
Norway, before migrating west. Another double premicre was personified by Jan Roberts (August) 
and Mickey Winters (September): Until their arrival on the gatefold scene, 24 girls had transited 
from Playmate to Bunny, but Jan and Mickey were discovered in cottontails at the Chicago Club, 
and, a neat switch, went from Bunny to Playmate. Then, in December, June Cochran be- 
came the 25th beauty to go the other way, when she followed up twin beauty-contest vict (she 
won the Indiana State title in both the Miss World and Miss Universe contests) with a stunning cent 

fold appearance, then became—and still is—one of the Windy City’s most popular Bunnies, as well 
as 1963's Playmate of the Year. We also introduced a brace of cinema hopefuls in 1962 who have 
since taken their first steps up the stardom ladder: Merle Pertile (January) recently signed а con- 
tract with Universal, and Marya Carter (May), a regular on the Jackie Gleason show last year, will 
soon appear in Columbia's The New Interns. Next month, PLAYBOY will revisit 1963's candidates, 
after which the ballot box will be unsealed and the ballots tallied. If you've already chosen your 
slate of ten favorites from December 1953 through December 1963, you may cast your votes now. 
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September 1962 


MICKEY WINTERS, 


KARI KNUDSEN, February 1962 


UNNE TERJESEN, July 1962 


JUNE COCHRAN, December 1962 PAMELA ANNE GORDON, March 1962 


MERLE PERTILE, January 1962 


AVIS KIMBLE, November 1962 MARYA CARTER, May 1962 
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ROBERTA LANE, April 196: 


PLAYBOY 
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REQUIEM 


face to turn on the master switch for the 
radio telescope. The panel responded by 
blossoming with green lights. All was 
well. Charlie's last task had been succ 
ful and the telescope was operating 
smoothly again. John set the automatic 
scanning controls and looked out at the 
great parabolic antenna. It was beg 
g to move. Ponderously and as slowly 
as a sunflower turning its face toward 
the sun, the big dish tilted to and fro, 
searching for signals from space th 
might be interpreted as galactic colli- 
sions or a bursting nova or a war between 
the atoms of matter and antimatter. 
These long waves of energy, when 
terpreted as sound, filled the bubble with 
cgular cracklings and thin pulsing 
whines like the voices of demented 
ghouls lost beyond the edge of not 
ness. 


(continued from page 96) 


John turned the sound down to where 
he could barely hear it. Its lifeless quali- 
ty brought back the despondency that he 
] briefly put asid 


. Everything around 
him was dead—a dead planet, dead 
space, dead insensate machines, his dead 
friend. He needed the reassurance of a 
human voice, even if it had to be his 
own. 

So he switched on the tape cartridge 
and picked up the microphone. "This is 
Major John Leonard reporting," he said. 
"February twelfth, Abraham Lincoln's 
birthday. Today Colonel Ch: 
ford died as а result of an accident. His 
oxygen line was punctured while he was 
outside making repairs. I feel that I con- 
tributed to his death by failing to reach 
him quickly cnough. However, the work 
is continuing and I am making pre 
counts and measurements at regula 


tervals, For example, there are exactly 
пе rivets in each laminated arch 

ing our control chamber, and 
since there arc fifteen arches, it will be 
seen that there are seven hundred and 
thirty-five rivets 
John paused to consider the next item 
of his report, then found he'd forgotten 
what he'd already said. He reversed the 


tape, turned up the sound and played 
his words back to himself, relieved to 
discover that his voice sounded calm and 


factual—until he heard the part about 
the rivets. Then the microphone fell 
from his hand and he came to his feet in 
a blind panic. “I'm going mad," he 
thought, m destroying everyth 
€ ie wanted. I'm killing him tw 
He stared dazedly around the circular 
enclosure. Only half of the wall space 
was occupied by the control console. 
Along the rest of it were bunks, chairs, a 
miniaturized motion-picture projector, a 
v phonograph with plenty of record- 
tharlie’s guitar . . . He stared at 
the guitar, so familiar and yet so out of 
place among the other transistorized in- 
struments. A touch of reality. 

He looked out into the freezing night. 
Charlie must come in. Charlie was surely 
getting too cold. He laughed harshly 
when he found himself starting to leave 
the bubble without his suit and helmet. 
‘That would have been too simple a solu- 
tion to the whole thing. "You can't quit 
yet" he told himself savagely. "And 

arlie can't. quit either." 

He brought Charlie in 

on his bunk, "You'll think I'm out of my 
mind," he said, "but I want you to play 
your guitar." He placed several pillows 
bene: head and shoulders to 
lift him into a pos ay, then he 
lay the guitar р. "But I'm 
not entirely out of my mind. Remember 
the tape we made two days ago? It's 
right here.” 

He stepped to the file, selected a tape 
and placed it on the cartridge, then 
turned it on. He sat down opposite 
Charlie, closed his eyes and waited. Sud- 
denly Charlie was speaking. 

ll right, John," Charlie said. “We 
might as well make an extra buck out of 
this show. We'll record an impromptu 
program right here on the spot and split 
the dough for syndication rights when 
we get back. Let's call it An Hour on the 
Moon with Leonard and Milford." 

“You should get first billing," John's 
voice replied. "You outrank me. 

“Too late. I've recorded it. First for 
some questions and answers. What do 
you see outside, John?" 

“Nothing, Charlie. 1 
thing.” 

“And will you tell the folks, John, why 
it is you don't sce anything outside?” 

“It's simple, folks. The bubble is cov- 
етей by the radiation shield. It's opaque. 
If we took it off, the sunlight would cook 
us. But in another thirtysix hours the 


nd placed him 
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sun nd the shield comes 
olf.” 

Thank you. J 
see inside 

“I see you, Charlie. I see a batch of 
controls. I see your guitar and I think 
it's time you gave us a musical number. 
Charlie has a fine baritone voice, folks, 
and a very hot rendition of The 
Whiffenpoof Song. Come on, Charlie, 
give." 

“You've talked me into it, John. And 
by a strange coincidence I seem to have 
my guitar right in my lap, all in tune, so 
there'll be no amateurish delay. Here we 

"А guitar chord sounded and 
Charlie's voice broke into song. 

In his chair John let his cyes open to 
narrow slits so that he could look across 
at Charlie. A chill shot along his spine at 
the illusion of Charlie reclined there 
singing and playing. It was perfect. John 
held his gaze, his eves still slits, until the 
song was ended and he heard Charlie 
say. "Now we'd better have a breather 
while you attend to the instrument read- 
ings, John. 
У Charlie" only it nt the 
pe who said it. It was John himself. 
He was on his fect moving toward the 
console before he realized it. Then he 
whirled back and stared at his dead 
friend, sweat starting from his forehead 
This was no way to regain possession of 
himself. This was only driving him closer 
to the edge! He dropped back into his 
chair, his fisis pressed against his 
temples, 

‘Stand by, 


ll be setting 


hn. Now what do you 


folks," Charlie’s cheery 
voice continued, “and we'll sce if we 
can't pick up a few space robins for you. 
What's on the radio telescope, John?” 
John straightened and looked ai the 
cartridge, then stood up and moved to- 
ward it. Darkness was coming over him. 
most welcomed it. 
Ah, yes," said Charlie. "I believe we 
nt signal. Sounds like Galaxy 


He 


And indeed there was a faint signal 
coming over, but it wasn't Galaxy MP 
13. John knew the characteristic swell 
and fall of that energy source well, This 
was utterly different from any signal 
he'd ever heard before. It was a reedy 
whistle with a definite rhythmic. lilt, 
sounding out a strange melody of half 
tones and quarter tones on a scale that 
was only about a third of an octave. He 
stepped toward the console, listening. 
The signal was fading. He threw the 
switch to stop the movement of the great 
antenna, then turned on manual control 
and began searching the sky, returning 
position that 
L Tt came in 


the antenna to the foc 


had 


t found the 


ain, clearer and clearer as he tight- 
ened the focus. 
Behind him Charlies voice said, 
"here, folks, a radio signal from deep 


sp: 
si 


e. But don't get imaginative. Those 
gnals or ate in the furnace of crea- 


tion and not in Station Pi Pi Pi belong- 
ing to the beats of Betelgeuse. No one is 
sending them. They just com 

“Shut up, Ch: John whirled and 
snapped off the tape, then returned to 
the controls. It was music he was hear- 
ing! The focus was sharp now. No асс 
dent of nature could produce a signal 
like this from inanimate matter. It was 
heard oi rth, 
nated on 
noon 
blacked out everything from that q 
ter of the universe. This mu 
ng from intelligent beings somewhere 
nL space. It carried a question 
nd pleaded for an answer. “O listener,” 
the notes se re you there? 
And if you are whoever and 
wherever you are in this vast cosmos, 
recognize this as the product of a seck- 
ing mind and let us know of your ex- 
tence if you can 
John turned to the controls of the op- 
tical telescope and synchronized its focus 
with that of the radio telescope. Using 
the same remote controls he opened the 
telescope's shutter so that it would start 
photographing the yegion of sky upon 
which it was focused. A television screen 
in front of him showed all that he could 
have seen through the telescope with his 
eye—merely a faint Luminosity. He must 
wait for a long exposure. 

Meanwhile, the music continued. He 
was beginning to sense its mathematical 
form now. The notes seemed to be add- 
ed, multiplied, squared. What they 
meant he didn't know, but there were 
those on earth who would find out. 

After an hour he turned on the televi- 
sion again to see what the telescope had 
photographed. Where there һай been 
only dimness before there was now a 
cluster of stars, most of them mere pin 
points of light, but onc in the exact cen- 
ter of the picture that showed clearly 
after the long exposure. Even from earth 
it would have appeared in a photo- 
graph made at a large observatory. John 
checked its position with the astronomi- 
cal index and was able to identify it as 
Watkins 346, after the astronomer who 
first cataloged it. It w: yellowish star 
of the 19th magnitude. Its distance from 
earth was estimated y 

That index had to say 
about it, but John was now able to add 
one enormous fact. The star had at least. 
biding place of 
intelligent life. Were they men? That 
was easiest to believe. There no rea- 
son why the forces of evolution wouldn't 
operate there the same as on earth 
produce simi 


was all the 


lar results. 


John stood at the transparent w 


rd. With his unaided e 
visible and no telescope 
ever built would resolve an image of the 
planet. And суеп though men had 
spanned the gap to the moon, they 


looking s 


interstellar distance to the source of the 
music. The music was only a question 
broadcast through the universe by 
beings who yearned to know il theirs 
was the only imelligence among the tiny 
islands drifting through space. And here 
on the moon the question had reached 
at least one of its goals. How joyful the 
questioners if they could know! 

Then John felt a shock as he realized 
that the makers of the music could never 
possibly know. The long radio waves 
had left their transmitters 1300 years 
ago had been the coi 
temporaries of Charles Martel and hi 
Franks who defeated the Arabs at the 
Ваше of Tours, They were as dead as 
Charlie, yet their music still flowed. 

The thought made John walk to 


The musici. 


where his dead friend still reclined on 
the 


bunk with his g 
finish the show, Charli 
whispered, “Let's finish it right” 
He reversed the reel on the recorder 
d erased everything back to wher 
arlie said, “Ah, ves. I believe we hi 
a faint signal.” John let Charlie say th 
again, then turned the microphone so 
that it could pick up the music. He re 
corded for several minutes and ex- 
plained the source of the sounds. 
“And now, folks," he said, "Charlie is 
going to sing again and send an answer 
to the strangers at Watkins 346. Our 
transmiter can't be as powerful as 
theirs, but 1 imagine that during the last 
1300 years their scientists may have de- 
veloped some very sensitive receptors 
that can pick up signals even as faint as 
ours. And if they haven't, they'll s 
have another 1300 years to work at it be- 
fore our broadcast gets there. So here's 
a lı his favorite song. 
John switched on the transmitter and 
synchronized its beam with the focus of 
the two telescopes, Then he backed up 
the recorder to Charlie's song and played 
ain, full volume. "The people who 
ed the song wouldn't understand 


his lap. 
John 


t 


the words, but they'd recognize it às 
the product of a living intelligence. 
Yes, of course—a living intelligence! For 


Charlie was singing to generations yet 
unborn to whom he'd exist for the first 
time in the remote future. Hed gone 
space traveling at the speed of light and 
had taken his guitar alon 

The song ended, John would play it 
again at intervals and fill in the time be- 
tween with a variety of signals. He had 
10 keep them going a long time to be 
sure they'd be received. Meanwhile, he 
was no longer alone. Right out the win. 
dow he could look off toward Watkins 
346, and even though he couldn't sec the 
sun that shone on his neighbors’ house: 
he had a nice picture of it. And their an- 
cestors would serena the 
long lunar night. 
“I think we're going to mak 
a" he said. “I'm sure of 


TH 
TOUCHE 
NEST 


disaster lurked 
at every turn 
on the crooked 
road of his 
warped 
paternalism 


fiction By PRENTISS COMBS rr was xo ѕпоск to me, what happened to Gundar 
ther. 
g the screen door slam behind him, 
got it this morning. Fell off the Jerry Slough weir and broke his 
under him and he screeched up his ch to the table where supper always had to be 
ready when he came in, He reached for the pepper. 
“That'll teach the son of a buck,” he said. My father never cussed in the house. 
My father never believed he was getting his fair share of anything. Gundar Krag 
was water superintendent for the association, so my father was always quarreling with 
him over whether he was getting his share of irrigation water. Krag wouldn't give my 
father any more ditch water, not even when my father had him by the short hı 
it was no shock t0 me that he got his back broken. 
pened to anybody who crossed my father. He either got hurt 
some way or got army worms in his cotton or rust in his wheat or something. A broken 
back seemed like awfully hard punishment to me, but even then, at 11. years old, Га 
come to know there was no figurable relationship between crimes st my father and 
the punishment likely to come from them. There was just no figuring it. A drunk 


"Cundar Krag 
ack.” The floor shook 
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Mexican swung at my father once with a 
single tree and all he got out of it was a 
spider bite on the lip. But then Luke 
Hightower borrowed a disk once without 
aski 
rolled over on him two days later and 
broke both his legs. Jim Burdick swore 
once in our house and his wife died of 
female trouble. Now Gundar Krag had a 
broken back. I sat there and wondered 
what was going to happen to Gundar 
Krag’s wife, Helg 

Nobody could begin to eat at our ta- 
ble until my father had loaded his plate. 
My mother always put the bi; nd 
best piece on top of the meat. platter, 
but my father had to look through the 
platter every time. He always suspected 
trickery. 

He looked through the platter, got 
gravy on his potatoes and peppered ev- 
crything black. When he picked up his 
fork, my brother Paulie and I reached 
for the bread at the same time. 

We looked at each other and I could 
tell from his face he was thinking about 
Helgi Krag, too. Paulie didn't look any- 
thing like my father, but sometimes they 
both got the same look on their faces— 
nd of tight, pleased look, like things 
were working out pretty much the way 


they and God had planned. 

1 det Paulie have the bread plate 
without a fuss, not feeling very hungry, 
wondering what was going to happen to 
Helgi Krag for what she'd done to 
Paulie and mc. 

“Oh, the poor man," my mother dared 
to say, and my father’s face came up, his 
mouth full, and he looked at her and 
she looked down. 

"Didn't he have it con 
asked her and she said th 
. But that wasn't. 


nough for my 


ked you didn't he have it 


coming? 

And my mother gave in that easy, say- 
ing yes, he did, but it scemed so hard. 
She said it all faint-voiced and scared to 
look at him 

“That'll teach the son of a buck,” my 
brother Paulie said, and he peppered ev- 
erything black. 

Paulie was 12 years old then, а year 
older than | was. But he was a slow 
grower and skinny, so I'd been able to 
whip him since the first grade. But it 
didn't do me much good. If Paulie 
couldn't lick me, my father sure could, 
and Paulie knew how to please my f. 
ther. Paulie would rather please my fa- 


“...And they call us underdeveloped!” 


anything in the world, I guess. 
1 know why, but I couldn't 
please my father in anything. No matter 
what ] did, it was wrong. I'd even got so 
I wouldn't put pepper on my food. My 
her carried а red-handled pocket 
knife with the word "Case" cut in the 
blade and he was forever taking that 
knife out of his pocket and telling me to 
go cut a stick I thought was the right size 
for the crime against him. Kids get crazy 
otions. There was a blade in that knife 
I'd seen him use on boar pigs and 1 nev- 
er could get my breath while his thumb- 
nail felt around. over the backs of the 
ides. T only got my breath back when 
s thumbnail smk into the stickcuuing 
blade instead of the boar-cutting one. It 
almost a relief to go cut a stick when 
the right blade came open 
I'd get the stick and he'd grab my arm 
i d his eyes 
а under his sunburned сус 
lids. He would hold me like that, stand- 
ing wide and fat and tall as a. house. 
ou got this comi 


just nodded, closed my eyes and started 
hopping in a tight circle, him still hold. 
ing my arm, and hollering after the first 
cut, hoping to mollify him by the vol 
ume of it, I guess. 

Td always try to figure ahead of time 
how many cuts I was going to get. But 
there was no telling. He whipped ac- 
cording to some secret get-even count in 
his head and no hollering or begging 
was going to change the count. I'd figure 
it for 10 and get set for it, and it would 
turn out to be 20 or 25 cuts he'd set in 
head the gereven count. He 
whipped hard, working leg backs. bot- 
tom and back, and I hollered and 
hopped and counted, but 1 could have 
saved my breath. No begging or holler- 
ing was going to change nd, once 
it was made up. 

Then. when the count was done, he'd 
keep hold of my arm and squeeze, really 
squecze, so I'd have his finger marks on 
my arm for days, and then he'd cut me 
loose. 1 knew how those boar pigs felt. 

"art of the reason Gundar Krag got 
his back broken off the Jerry Slough 
weir was because onc day Р, and I 
visited Gundar Krag's new wif 

I begged and cussed and pleaded with 
Paulie to keep the thing a secret, but he 
ht Jook around his 
eyes and I knew it was no good. He told, 
and the old red-handled knife came ou 
and the thumbr felt over the blade 
backs and finally opened the stick-cutting 
blade. But that time it took him a long 
time to find the right blade and I won- 
dered, standing there with no breath i 
me, if my father didn't know how scared 
I was that he was going to open the 
wrong blade. 

"I don't want on 
zle out or break.” 

T was so glad that the 


that’s going to fraz- 


ht blade had 
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come open that I cut a good one with 
heft enough to last and whip enough to 
cut. 


We didn't plan to visit Gundar Krag's 
new wife. We'd stayed after school to 
walk over to Arthur Dize's place to get 
the loan of a bee smoker. As we went by 
Gundar Krags house we just looked 
through the back fence to see if maybe 
we could get a look at the new wife he'd 
just brought over from Denmark. 

We knelt down and looked through 
the fence cracks and then we both jerked 
and looked at each othe d then 
ged our forcheads back up against 
the fence. I heard Paulie's breath ease 
out of him. I just grooved my forehe: 
up against the fence and looked at G 
dar Krag's new wife sitting in a с 
her yard with her oiled and lovely face 
tipped to the sky, the lids over her 
closed. eyes. gleaming. 

All of her was gleaming. Gundar 
Krags new wife was sitting there in 
broad daylight with no clothes on, Noth- 
ing, No clothes at all. Not any 

Paulie whispered something without 
taking his eye away from the fence crack. 

“Shut up.” I tied to whisper, but my 
throat was dry and it came out loud. 

We watched her cyes open, saw her 
knees bend, saw her beautiful legs gath- 
er beneath her and watched her stand 
up. She walked toward the gate, toward 
us. We should have cut and run, but the 
crinkled gleaming of the golden triangle 

nd the ponderously beautiful sway of 
all the history of woman's breasts held us. 
We were still on our knees at the fence 
when she opened the gate and smiled at 
us and motioned us inside. 

I guess we got up and went. I guess we 
did, because the next thing I knew we 
were sitting c Ше yard and she was 
bending over us, scorching us with her 
nearness, pouring cold lemonade. We 
nk that lemonade straight down 
without tasting it, like thirst-maddened 
things, like dogs after a long, hard run. I 
looked at her over round the rim 


ad 


of the glass, down to the last untasted 
drop. She sat 
a 


ack down. 

m Helgi Krag,” she said in a for- 
way and there was never a voice 
like that. She was Helgi Krag. and she 
leaned her blonde head back and closed 
her eyes again. 1 stared at her eyelids. 1 
cut one look at Paulie. He always had 
trouble keeping his front teeth 
mouth 
dry against his lower lip. He looked like 
when you think you've just found a 
bone in a mouthful of fish and you're 
afraid you're going to have allow 
anyway. 1 looked back at Helgi Ki 
ics rifle-bang swallow. 
e never knew when to talk and 
10 keep still. 

"Awful hot 


day," he said, mi 


ding 


what he thought were his manners. He 
edged forward in his chair like you do 
when you're going to stand up and start 
walking. "Well, we're obliged for the 
lemonade. 

1 just couldn't believe it, but I looked 
at him and saw that look on his face. My 
father might just as well have hooked a 
length of baling wire through the bib of 
his overalls and held one end. Paulie 
was answering a jerk on that wire. He 
was going to plcase. 

Shut up," 1 told Paulie. 

We were just on our way over to Ar- 
thur Dize's to get the loan of his bee 
smoker,” Paulie said, like that was some- 
thing to compare with what we were 
doing. 

Helgi Krag opened her eyes. She had 
those kind of blue, blue eyes that haven't 
got any backs to them. I looked ht 
through them and could see thi 
moving around back there. I looked into 
her eyes and my blood whammed up 
against the dam of my tocs and fingers 
so they beat and itched. "That's how 
strong it was. I just wanted to walk in 
front of her for the rest of my life, beat- 
ing snakes and squashing scorpions and 
choking hydrophobic dogs to death. I'd 
never felt anything like it before. 

She waved onc hand down the length 
of her. 

n Denmark, 


she said, "we take the 


sui 


We sure don't around here," Paulic 
id. 
Some of us go skinnydipping," 1 
told her, trying to make her comfortable 
after what Paulie had said. 
inmydipping?" she asked, and it 
was just beautiful the way she said it, 
and I told her that's what we called 
going swimming im the canals without 
ny clothes on. She clapped her hands 
like we were all the same age. 

“Oh, I would like that," she said. and 
you knew she woukl. 

Paulic shifted in his chair. 

"We got to go," he said. 

"Shut up, Paulie,” I told him. 

“It's good to take the sun,” Helgi 


Krag said. 
"You just better bet.” T said. 
"Your mother . . . she takes the sun 


Helgi Krag asked that and the wire to 
ic yanked him out of his d 
"Now," he said, “now we got to go.” 

I knew Helgi Ki wouldn't have 
asked that if she'd known Momma 
Momma took olf her clothes a 
after she'd put on her nightgown. 

"Well, maybe you come back again," 
Helgi Krag said, standing up. Paulie 
pulled the trigger on his swallow agai 
nd pretended to be looking at a mud 
dauber's nest up under the caves of the 
house. But I could sec his eyes roll. He 


т. 


night 


"You just better bet we'll be back" 1 
told her, not p ing to be looking at 
any old mud dauber's nest. 


Paulie went to the gate like he wasn't 
going to look back. But he did. I backed 
1 the way to the gate and Paulie 
slammed the gate on my back. 1 didn't 
even care. ] went out the gate and start- 
ed to cut around to the side to look 
some more through the fence, but Paulie 
yanked at me and I went with him be- 
cause I thought we'd be spending a lot 
of time there. 

A ways down the road Paulie said ex- 
icy what T should have known he was 
going to. 

“Pim going to tel” 

I should have known. I begged and 
cussed and threatened and it made Pau- 
lic look more pleased. He grinned, his 
teeth sticking out. 

"Buck naked," he said, and loved the 
taste of it so much he just had to say it 
. "Buck naked!" 

It stopped me. 1 couldn't believe I'd 
heard him right. 

"Buck пакс 
It was just an example of the way Pau- 
could twist things around. Helgi 
Krag hadn't been naked. Something, 
sure. Not naked. There was some litde 
truth to it, sure. She didn't have any 
clothes on, but she sure wasn't naked. 
A grown woman,” Paulie said, “buck 
ked in front of two little kids.” 

“Paulie,” I said, "she wasn't buck 
naked." 

He was pretty sure of his ground. He 
just walked along, grinning- 

She looked mighty naked to me," he 
id. 

I tell you, she wasn't naked," 

“You crazy little fool,” Paulie 
I wied to tell him. 

"You remember the time Antoni 
Reyes was taking a shower in the shower- 
house and you took me to look through 
the knothole? Remember, she heard us 
and hollered and tried to cover herself 
up and yelled she was going to tell о 
us? Well, Antonia Reyes was naked, 
ten, you crazy little fool,” Paulie 
said, “they were both naked.” 

But it wasn't true. There was a big 
difference between Antonia Reyes yell- 
ing and covering herself up and Hel- 


aga 


aid, and 


gi Krag talking to us and pouring 
Iemonade 
There's going to be trouble over 


this,” Paulie said. "A 
cupful for mother starter." 

Га heard my father say it a hundred 
times. They both said it the same way 
you or I would say: “Oh, boy, we're 
going to get out the freezer and make 
some ice cream!" Happy, looking for- 
ward to it. 

We turned into the Dizes’ place to get 
the bee smoker and Arthur was in the 
field, but Mrs. Dize went to the shed and 
got it for us. Mrs. Dize was an awful fat 
with red wrinkles around her 
neck and veins in her legs that were so 
knotted and bunched they looked like 
big bruises. I noticed the way Paulie was 


woman 
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looking at her. He gave me the smoker 
to carry. When we were out the gate 1 
asked him 
"How come you were looking at Mrs. 
Dize like that?" He didn't try to pretend 
he didn't know what I was talking about. 
"You crazy little fool," he said. "Now 
I know,” 
"Know what?” 
"What they all look like," he said. 
“From bridle to crupper 
That was another my father was al- 
ways saying. 
Mrs. Dize had on clothes,” I told him. 
teeth edged out over his lip. 


H 
"Once you catch onto it" he said, 


nything.” 

1 thought about it and could sce what 
he meant. 

“Irs not fair. though." I told him. 
"Doing that to them when they don't 
know." 

“You crazy little fool,” Paulie told me. 

When we got to our gate Paulie took 
the smoker so it would look like he'd 
been carrying it all the time in case we 


saw Poppa. 


“Buck naked," he said a 
his tecth with his tongue 

He saved it for supper. He waited un- 
til my father had loaded his plate and 
peppered everything black. Paulie knew 
how to make people listen. 

“Well, we saw Gundar Krag's new 
wile today. 


ain, and wet 


Paulie buttered a whole slice of bread 
and then put pepper on it. 

"She was buck naked," Paulie said and 
took a bite. 

Anything that came up that kind of 
threw my mother off, she began to make 
little snuflling noises. She began to make 
those noises. My father laid down 
fork and lie chewed, letting it 
stretch until he heard my father take 
breath. 

“Yes, she came to the gate buck ed 
and asked us to sit with her. She sat like 
that all the time I was trying to get him 
to leave.” 

My father had some breath. 

"You mean to say . .. 7" He waved 
his hand up 

“Nothing,” P 
y mother just kept making those 
snuflling noises. My father looked at her 
and screeched back his chair. He was aw- 
fully strict about cussing and things like 
that in the hoi 

“You come o 
Paulie and mc. 

"Now," he said when we were out on 


here with me,” he told 


the porch, meaning for Paulic to start 
over again from the very beginning and 
not to leave anything out. 

“She wasn't naked." 1 hadn't meant to 


there it was and I had to go 


My f had a way of swinging his 
head kind of slow and mean and ending 
the swing with you hung on the end of 
his glare. 1 hung there. 

"One of vou is lying, 


my father said. 


“He is." Paulie said. "I wouldn't look 
at her and kept wying to get him to 
leave. But he sat there bug-eyed 


wi 
asked me. 

"Nothing," 

My father reached in his pocket and 
took out the knife. 

"She didn't act naked,” I said. I was 
pretty near to crying. 

His thumbnail began wandering over 
the backs of the blades. He didn't 


did she have on? 


my father 


Still in that voice, his thumb- 
hovering. 

And I knew what to s 
ght.” I said. 
as closc as me and my father 
ever came to talking. 

“I don't want one thats going 10 
azzle out or break,” he said, and I got a 
good one. 

"You got this coming?" 

1 thought it would be 30 and set my- 
self for it, but it wasn't 30 or even 40. It 
was 50. The highest get-even count he 
ever settled on. Finally he let me go and 
you would have thought that would 
have been enough. But it wasn't. 

He threw the stick away and went 
over and put his hand right on Paulie’s 
head and patted hi 

“You're a good boy, Paulie,” he s. 
with his hand right there оп Paulie's 
head, patting him. But even that wasn't 
enough for Pau 

"She asked if Momma sat around 
naked in our yard,” he said, and it 
brought my father up short. 

“She asked that?” he said through his 
teeth. "Did she . . . did she bring up 
any other names?” 

"What do you mean?" Paulie asked 
him, and he kind of kneeled down 
front of Paulie to look into his Lace. 

“Nothing,” my father said after he'd 
looked close into Paulic's face. Then he 
stepped off the porch and onto the 
ground and swore hard and then 
stepped back onto the porch and into 
the hous 

“There's going to be trouble over 
this.” my father said. "A mess of it and a 
cupful for mother starter.” 

I was bawling, but 1 could sce Paulie’s 
face through my tears and he never 
looked happier. 

My mother looked up when my father 
came in. She looked more scared than 
usual with her hand over her mouth. 
cd stopped making those snuflling 
nd was begging something with 


. + 7" Whatever she 


was asking, she was almost whispering. 
My father swung his head and let her 
hang. 

"Can't you just fry to be decent?" 

My mother turned and went into the 
kitchen like she'd been lamed. Га heard 
him ask her that а thousand. times 

I went out onto the porch, alone. I 
didn't know what to do. I could sec my 
self walking in front of Helgi Krag and 
killing mad dogs with my bare hands, 
but I couldn't see myself keeping her 
safe from whatever my father was going, 
to do to her. There was just nothing I 
could do. 

It made me feel so mean and weak 
that I climbed the pepper tree and 


looked down into the bee martin's nest 
and those little baby birds knew T was 
there and opened up their beaks and 
like I 


td on, 
ve them. I bi 
n and picked up each one of those 
little birds, warm and naked, and 
kissed cach one. It was а crazy thing to 
do. Those baby birds yelling for worms 
and me giving them kisses. 

Paulie came into the bedroom that 
night when I was still on my knees be 
side the bed. It was the only thing I 
could figure to do and I sure didn't want 
to get caught it. I pretended like T 
was straightening the cov 

But you couldn't fool P: 

He took olf his clothes and shoes, 
looking at me, almost grinning. He got 
in bed and put his hands in back of his 
head. 

“You crazy little fool,” he said up to 
the ceiling. 

1 didn't answer him. 

"You think pra 
good? Well, it w 

1 got into bed and didn't shove for my 
share of the bed. 

"What do you think he'll do to her?" I 
asked him. 

“Cripple her, give her i 
ysis or cut her 
wreck." Paulie s; 

Jt would have been encouraging to 
Paulic to say anything. I lay there for a 
long time. 


had 


е. 


ll do her any 


ile p: 
ce all to pieces in a car 


"Paulie," I lly asked him, "what 
did she doz" 
“You crazy little fool,” alic said. 


My back and bottom were still awful 
sore and | rolled over on my stomach 
and shoved. But Paulie began to make 
big fake snores to tell me he was pretty 
satisfied with the way things had gone. 1 
wondered if you had to get down on 
your knees for it to work and decided 
e chance of Paulie rolling 
over and looking at me. I lay there in 
the dark all alone and promised a lot of 
things if Helgi Krag would get let off. 

I kept a pretty sharp watch, but Gun 
dar Krag’s pickup didn't come to our 
head gate for three days. But when I saw 
it coming I grabbed a wire net and ran 
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NE REIS ZS 


Reis makes the finest T-shirts 
sold at any price. We start with 
specially selected American combed 


cotton... knit it into fabric that excels in 


lasting softness. Our own Perma-Sized 
process eliminates all shrinkage 


problems...does away with elongation. 
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KEEP ALERT TABLETS 


SI-I:I-E3 SAFE AS COFFEE 


THE SAFE WAY 


to stay alert without 
harmful stimulants 


Take proven safe NoDoz™ Keep 
Alert Tablets. NoDoz keeps you 
mentally alert with the same safe 
refresher found in coffee. Yet it is 
faster, handier, more reliable. Abso- 


lutely not habit-forming. Next time 
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with safe, effective NoDoz. 
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available at fine stores everywhere 
gift sets from $3.50—also individually boxed 
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World Of Electronic Kits 


With This New FREE 


1965 HEATHKIT Catalog! 
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down to be beside the head gate when 
he got there, I let the net down into the 
water and pretended to be waiting for 
carp and Krag stopped and got out. 
Some men always have to be teasing 
kids, but Gundar Krag never did. I said 
hello to him and he said hello to me. 

My father came out of a shed and 
came over. He wasn't hurrying and he 
was smiling. 1 put my head down and 
acted like I didn't care about anything 
in this world but netting a few carp. But 

їп work. 


nd acted like I was leaving, but once on 
the other side of the canal bank I lay 
down and flattened out. 
“You've cheated me lor 
father told Gundar Krag without even 
saying hello. “Now I've got you by the 
short hairs and. I want ditch water.” 


I didn't hear Gundar Krag answer 
him. 

“I don't need to talk,” my father said. 
“Your woman «1 herself. buck 


naked to my two little boys, but I don't 
need to talk about it. Not if I got ditch 
water, as much of it as 1 wanted and 
when I wanted it” 

Gundar Krag didn't sound mad or 
mean or excited 
ou will get your share of water," he 


1 
"Listen 
the short х 

“My Helgi.” Krag said, "she didn't 
know it was not the custom here. In 
Denmark it is not dirty to lie in the sun 
without clothes. She did not know." 

“I don't have to talk about it. I could 
keep quiet about it” 

I could just barely hear Gundar Krag. 
I know your mind. You could 
not keep quiet about it. To you it is too 
dirty and you could not keep quiet 
about such a dirty thing. You would 
talk.” 

"Just what do you mean by tha?" My 
father sounded like he was threatening 
Сандаг К 

“J mean you are à dirty little man,” 
Gundar Krag € tall and you 
are fat, but inside vou are little and nas- 
ty. Everything you touch you make little 
and nasty." 

I poked my he: ad up 10 see. My father 
took off his hat and threw it on the 
sround. His face was red. 

"You got a whipping coming to you," 
he holle 

Gundar Krag didn't even look up 

twisting the head gate. 
Yo, you are only good for talk. Only 


my father 
з. 


id, "I got you by 


id. "You 


y father bent over and got his hat. 
my father told him, 

Im not finished with you." 

I flattened out again, squirmed back 
and cut for the house. Later I went in 
through the kitchen door and my mother 
was talking in the front room. 
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Soho 
Suedes 
from England 


Cheers" for the side-gore boot with 
ribbed rubber sole. You never had it 
so soft! Black, brown, olive, rust; from 
the Verde collection, most styles 
12.95 to 19.95. 


For name о! store nearest you, write: 
VERDE SHOE CO., Brockton2,Mass. 


m 


GIRLS! 


Do Playboy Club Bunnies really 
have glamorous jobs, meet celeb- 
rities, und make top money? Yowll 
find all the answers in a free booklet 
we'll gladly mail to you. For y 
copy write: Bunny Director, Playb 
lubs International, Dept. P104, 
. Ohio St., Chicago, HL 60611, or 
call the Bunny Mother at the near- 
est Playboy Club. 


Club numbers are: BALTIMORE, VE 7-111 
CHICAGO, WH 4-3010; CINCINNATI (opening Sel 
tember 19), 241-8580; OETROIT, 962-0011; KAN- 
SAS CITY, HA 1-5080; LOS ANGELES (opening in 
the fall), WE 83777; MIAMI, 751-7543: NEW 
ÜRLEANS, 523-5001; NEW YORK, PL 2-3100; 
PHOENIX, 264-4314; ST. LOUIS, OL 2-4700. 
emmamma 


WHAT'S IT LIKE 
TO BE A BUNNY? 


"Leave her be, poor thing," She was 
almost begging, it sounded like. "Maybe 


she just doesn't know any better. 
My father's voice was m 
Listen, decent is decent” 
My mother began to сту 
to edge back toward the door, wanting 
to get out of there. 
: iybody ever make a n 
my mother asked him 


зи; 


as сту 
I eased open the door. But I couldn't 
make it out in time and keep the door 
ng. I hı 


from sla 
she was dirty, like she w: 
she was dirt nothing. 

“You would ask that,” he told her. 

1 got outside. 

Sometimes when they go at each other 
like that it seems like they must have a 
kind of secret language. Oh, you can 
hear the words they're saying and all, 
but what they really say, how they really 
hurt each other, is in the stillnesses 
in between and under the words. When 
1 was а lot Шет I used to listen to them 
going on like that, him hollering and 
her crying. It brought on the same 
smothery scared feeling as when his 
thumbnail hit the boarcuting blade 
when he was going to get even for some 


. they didn't ever say my name. But 


they didn't need to. In the stillnesses 
and in the in-between places, why, he 
was just hollering my name and she was 
crying over me. 

I climbed the pepper ucc aga 
looked down into the bce martin's nest. 
It was empty, bare empty. I climbed back 
down and tried to tell mysell that those 
naked babies had feathered out and left 
the nest, flying high and free. But back 
on the ground I heard them still going 
on in the house and knew it was no 
ood trying to lie about it. My mother 
had told me a thousand times. 

"Don't ever touch a bird's nest," she'd 
told me a thousand times. “The father 
won't feed the babies if he thinks some- 
body has been foo ‘ound the nest. 
He'll just throw those babies out of the 
nest." 

Well, that was what had happened. 


My father told everybody. In the store 
and at the gin and whocver happened 
by. Paulie told everyone at school. I got 
so I could tell just by the look on th 
faces when they were telling somcbody 
even when I was too far away to hear. 

I kept waiting to hear something. but 
there was never any news about Helgi 
Krag, anything happening to her, T 
mean. I used to walk by the place qui 
a bit, but I never stopped. Gundar Krag 
came home from the hospital and they 


n a wheelchair the rest 
п to look 


said he would be 
of his life. "Their house beg 
like nobody lived. there. 
But I had to go, finally. I hadn't heard 
y and I had to know. I knocked 
and stood there on Helgi Krag's door- 
step and waited to see her. After a while 
1 heard slow, draggy steps and then the 


y 2" 1 asked her, but 
the cooler was going in the house and 
making so much noise Т couldn't hear if 
she answered mi 

“Are you all right?" I asked her again, 
and she put her mouth to the crack of 


the door and 1 heard her. I heard her 
plain. 
"Go away, you nasty little bo 
Thats the g Helgi K 


aid to me. 
For a while I thought about tr 
pigeon to carry 


ning a 
message to her, to try 
to explain. But Paulie had a 2? rifle by 
then and well, anyway, 1 had to stand by 
a promise I made to the dark one night. 
I promised I'd never wy to see Helgi 
Krag again if my father would let her 
off. 

Irs hard to know for sure, because no- 
body ever sees her. But so far yit 
looks like my father has let her oll. 
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ENTERTAINMENT WALL 


two tweeters for high frequency, plus 
two crossover networks. The speaker 
sections are independently suspended 
and acoustically lined with foam rubber. 
Two oscilloscopes in the wall's midsec 
tion record the output of the left and 
right speaker setups. A center speaker 
system will consist of a fifteen-inch 
woofer, cightinch midrange, and a 
tweeter with crossover network located at 
id point in the entertainment wall. 
Across the top are storage compartments 
for slide drums and projector apparatus. 
Our closed-circuit TV system seen at 
the upper left of the main unit enables 
us to get a video's-eve view of visitors at 
our door, as well as into other areas 
(Kitchen, patio) of the apartment; it has 
1 accompanying. imercom system. 
The main entertainment wall contains 
two tape decks. The audio, for recording 
and playback, uses both sides of a tape, 
allowing up to eight hours of continuous 
play (more than enough for an even 
of dancing or background music for 
more relaxed endeavors). Both this and 
the video tape deck, which records both 
sight and sound of a telecast, are tied 
into a 24-hour timing device located in 


the n 


the entertainment wall’s midsection. 
The timer performs as an impeccable 
entertainment. valet, turning on or off 
any piece of electronic equipment 


whenever we wish it to. If we're going to 
be away, we can have the video tape ma- 


(continued from page 125) 


chine audit a TV show we don't want to 
miss, or the audio tape deck record an 
FM concert for future replay; we can 
have music custom-tailored to our taste 
piped through our pad at a certain hour 
and then turned off automatically. Com- 
panion pieces to the automatic timer are 
а world clock and a barometer to keep 
us abreast of global time and local 
weather. Just below these are an AM 
multiplex tuner, and a sep. 
wave shiptoshore unit with jacks for 
listening via headphone. 

А number of the entertainment wall's 
most eye-opening and engaging f 
are contained in the oiled-walnut-front- 
ed "bins" that stretch across its lower 
third. Next to an automatic record 
changer we have an automatic record sc- 
lector. Operated by а set of push-buttons 
located over a bin holding a large num. 
ber of LPs that are filed vertically, the se- 
lector arm moves along until it “locates” 
tlie chosen record, lifts it out and offers it 
up to the operator to be placed on the 
record changer: the push-button sections 
are divided into listening categories— 
classical, pop, mood music, folk, show 
tunes, jazz spoken word—to facilitate 
nitial selection. Recordings are returned 
to the file by reversing the procedure. A 
similar LP file is adjacent to the mam 
turntable (which houses alternate 
tone arm containing a cartridge particu- 
larly suited to vocal recordings): the file 
and the turntable are for housing and 


an 


E) 
ngani 


“Always remember, son, juvenile delinquency 
don't start on any street corner. 
It starts right here in the home!” 


playing the LPs that require more deli- 
cate handling than they would receive 
on the automatic changer. Directly above 
this file is another push-button selector 
Tor audio tape reels. A press of the but- 
ton will slide the desired tape forward 
so that it can be lifted out easily 

The heart of the entire entertainment 
wall beats beneath the master control 
panel. From this panel, the clectronical- 
ly attuned host can operate and adjust 
almost all of the equipment at his com- 
mand; it also serves several supplementa- 
ry functions. It houses a phone system 
with an automatic dialing arrangemc 
whereby a "magic brain" stores impor- 
tant numbers filed within it: turning the 
file to the name of the person you're 
calling and simply pressing button will 
dial the number automatically. It also 
operates as а talka-phone setup with a 
two-way amplifier located in the wall 
above the control panel. There 
are controls to open and close the 
drapes, move the mobile section of the 

; desired position, raise and 
lower the projection screen, and rotate 
the roto-antenna located on the roof. 
Also located on the master control panel 
is a unit for controlling bass and treble 
mix on all audio setups. Here, too, is a 
dimmer unit to control intensity of 
lighting throughout the room and over 
the equipment. There are also switches 
for speaker selection throughout the 
pad, on-off controls for all clectronic 
gear, and a volume control for all units. 
The master control pancl itself can be 
activated from auxiliary remote-control 
units located throughout the apartment. 
The record storage bins, the automatic 
changer and turntable, TV screen, rear- 
projection movie and slide screens 
are covered with tambour doors which 
slide out of sight when a unit is in use. 

The entertainment wall is of frec- 
standing cantilevered construction to aid 
in heat dissipation, although the use of 
transistorized equipment throughout cuts 
heat build-up down to a minimum 
There is also grillwork under the top 
storage comparunents 10 allow the pas 
sage of air through the system. 

‘The auxiliary remote-control panel set 
flush into the top of our coffee table 
(other units are scattered strategically 
throughout the apartment) contains on- 
off switches for all units, a master vol- 
ume control, and. the controls to open 
nd close drapes, move the mobile scc 
tion of the wall and operate the screen. 

Which brings us finally to the most 
important features of rLAvBov's clectror 
ic entertainment wall—the host and h 
guest or guests. As amiable auditors of 
the many delights the wall offers, they 
are required only to indulge themselves, 
surrounded by the splendidly accoutered 
sights and sounds that mark the elec- 
tronically up-to-the-minute urbane life. 
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Playboy helps you 
play Santa with its 


fabulous Triple Gift 
—a repeat of last 


year's sensational 
Christmas hit! 


Give the most important men on your Christmas list a thrilling gift 
that gives more enjoyment with every year, that assures fun- 
packed days and nights and will certainly be the most exciting gi 
your friends, relatives or business associates will receive this sea- 
зоп... give The Playboy Club's Triple Gift holiday package. 


New keyholder offers his playmate a champagne toast beneath LeRoy Neiman oil. 


THIS CHRISTMAS, UNLOCK A WORLD OF ENTERTAINMENT FOR THE 
FAVORED MEN ON YOUR LIST—GIVE THE PLAYBOY TRIPLE GIFT 


Here's what the lucky recipient will get: 

1. His Personal Playboy Club Key. This famous silver 
symbol cf the good life will admit him to every 
Playboy Club anywhere in the world. As new 
Playboy Clubs are opened (ten Clubs are open now 
and several premieres arc planncd within the next 
few months), his key will provide entree to each 
The key becomes more valuable as each year passes, 
constantly brings to mind your thoughtfulness. 

2. A Bottie of Fine Champagne. Upon his first visit to 
The Playboy Club, a beautiful Bunny will serve a 
bottle of Playboy’s champagne at your friend's table, 
with your compliments. He'll begin his life as a 
playboy in our famous festive atmosphere, with a 
sparkling reminder of your good taste. 

3. LeRoy Neiman Print. Neiman paintings have been 
featured in PLAYBOY for about ten years and his 
works arc an essential part of the decor in every 
Playboy Club. This full-color 20" x 30" reproduc- 
tion is suitable for framing, of course. Each time your friend admires his beautiful print 
of a Neiman original, he'll appreciate your faultless choice in selecting his gift. 


If you are а keyholder yourself, or have ever been to The Playboy Club as a guest, you already 
know the numerous advantages unlocked by the coveted silver key: 


* The gentlemanly privileges and pleasures of relaxing in your very own Club 
* Man-sized potables, brewed with an ounce-and-a-half-plus of the finest liquors, 
and served to you by The Playboy Club’s Bunnies, cach selected for her beauty 
* Gourmet lunches and dinners—for the same price as a drink—including filet 
mignon, sirloin steak, London broil, Long Island duckling and many, many more 


ABOUT LEROY NEIMAN 
ing impressionist LeRoy Neiman, whose paintings are 
part of this year's Triple Gift, is best known to PLAYBOY readers 


for his “Мап at His Leisure” series. He has illustrated over two ШЕ 


О Triple Gitt order (Tri 


* Outstanding entertainment by such stars as 
Jackie Gayle, Henny Youngman, Don Cherry 
* Special events for keyholders only, such as golf 
tournaments, Playboy Tours, Jazz 'п' Cocktails 
® A subscription to vIP, the Club's own magazine 
* Playmate Key-Card to permit your playmate 
to visit the Club at luncheon and cocktail hours 


This wonderful world of Playboy is yours to 
bestow with The Playboy Club's Triple Gift 
offer—BUT YOU MUST ORDER NOW! 


Each gift key, accompanied by certificates entitling 
the recipient to champagne and reproduction of a 
LeRoy Neiman painting, is mailed to the recipient 
іп a personalized package .. . including a colorful 
igne. your nome. 

itely will not be made after Christ- 
mas. Orders received up to December 18th will be 
filled in time for the new keyhoider to begin using 
his key during the holiday season. Imagine his de- 
light at being able to celebrate New Year's Eve in 
the exclusive clubrooms of The Playboy Club! 

To order your Triple Gift keys, use the coupon on 
this page. And if you don’t have a Playboy Club key 
yourself, what better to get in on the 


your personal Triple Gift. 


The lucky new keyholder is entitled to key privileges in 
all Playboy Clubs. At the present time, state laws allow 
us fo redeem champagne ard Neiman print certificates in 
New York, Chicago, Miami, New Orleans, Baltimore and 
Jamaica. Certificates may be redeemed any time during 
1965 in his travels to any one of these Clubs. 


س س د 


Mail to: PLAYBOY CLUBS INTERNATIONAL 
c/o PLAYBOY Magazine, 232 E. Ohio St., Chicago, Minois 60611 I 


le Gitt includes key, champagne and Neiman prin) — Bi 


dozen stories, along with innumerable fashion spreads in the mag- 

azine. Since he and Hugh M. Hefner created the Femlin some eight 

years ago, Neiman has drawn about 350 Femlins-at-play. Approxi- 
убо; 


mately 150 of his original oils are displayed in Рі 


JAMAICA PLAYBOY CLUB 
SET TO PREMIERE SOON 
The Triple Gift key now 
unlocks a tropical paradise 
=the Jamaica Playboy Club 
at Ocho Rios in thc West 
Indies. Its 204 air-condi- 
tioned, suitelike rooms, 
private terraces, sunken 
Grecian baths and 800 feet 
of white sand beach make 
it Jamaica’s most com- 
plete occan-front resort. 
For rates and further in- 
formation, write Travel 
Director. Playboy Clubs In- 
ternational, 232 E. Ohio St, 
Chicago, Illinois 60611. 


yboy Clubs. 


PLAYBOY CLUB LOCATIONS 


Clubs Open— Baltimore 28 Light 
St; Chicago 116 E. Walton St: 
Cincinnati 55 Е. 7th St.; Detroit. 
IONE. Jefferson Ave. Kansas Ci 
atop the Hotel Continental; Miami 
7101 Biscayne Blvc wW leans 
127 Rue Iberville: 'w York 5 E. 
вањ St; Phoenix 308 N. Central; 
St. Louis 3914 Lindell Blvd. 


Locations Set—Atlenta Dinkler 

Plaza Motor Inn; 

Bunny Bay, Ocho 

West Indies; Los Angeles 8560 

E HE 
ontgomery St; Washington, 

D.C. at 19th & L'Sts. 


Next in Line—Boston, Camden- 
Philadelpbia, Dallas. 


Here is my Û personal application for Triple Gilt privileges 
[1 personal anc Triple Gitt Key order Ц 
Full payment must accompany this coupon. Playboy Club keyhclders may charge to their 
Key number, Playboy Glib keys are 325, except for ose persen Thine wins sme | 
radius ol Chicago and the state of Florida, where Keys ere $60. Minimum age for Key privi- 
[eges is 21 years.) [| 


Enclosed is check tor $___ 


— ——.orchaetomyPlayboykey.. 
XETTER & NUMBER. 


MY NAME (PLEASE PRINT 


ADDRESS. 


cry STATE ZIP COOE DEPT. 251 


If ordering personal Triple Gilt key only, you need not complete this portion 


ADDRESS 


en STATE 11Р CODE 


GIFT CARD TO BE SIGNED 
ч additional gift keys, 


if you wish only information about joining The Playboy Club. 


separate sheet of paper t 
heck h 
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1 
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1 
1 
1 
SEND TRIFLE GIFT KEY TO [PLEASE PRINT 1 
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PLAYBOY FORUM 


protection of our constitutional ri 
being performed by the American Ci 
Liberties Union. For over 43 years, the 
ACLU (a nonpo j. nonscctarian 
group) has been in the forefr 
continuing struggle to mai 
ng and vital status of our Constitution, 
and to apprise the public of the daily 
fringements being made upon its free- 
dom. А letter to the national offices of 
the ACLU, 156 Fifth Avenue, New York, 
New York 10010, will promptly bring in- 
formation on their activit 
Charles A. Penn 
New York, New York 
For veaders unfamiliar with the work 
of the American Civil Liberties Union 
no other independent group has done as 
much to protect freedom of speech and 
press in the U.S.; the ACLU deserves 
the active support of every citizen who 
truly believes in democracy. 


WORDY PHILOSOPHER 

1 have just begun reading Hefner's 
Philosophy. |t is extremely interesting, 
wonderfully provocative and terribly 
long. The fine points he makes are 
dulled by his making them over and 
over again. And it seems that he never 
uses a one-syllable word where a three- 
syllable word will do. The effectiveness 
of his thoughts is further dulled when he 
obscures them with vocabulary. Occa- 
sionally it seems that he is more interest- 
ed in the weight of his words than in 
their meanings. However, long and 


(continued from page 65) 


his work is still the 
ing personal philoso- 

1 a Mass-readership 
conti 


wordy as Hefner i 
best and most rev 
phy ever attempted 
magazine. 1 hope he 

Sun Ross 


DISTURBING PARADOX 
I subscribe to your magazine and will 
undoubtedly continue to do so the 


future, regardless of Hefner's inane 
series of articles describing The Playboy 
Philosophy. 


Jı would seem that Hefner's positi 
is one of those disturbing paradox: 
which the more honest he becomes, the 
more ludicrous he appears. Gi 
PLAYBOY achieves a certain degr 
intellectual stimulation, but the thought 
of Hefner traversing the country check- 
ing out Bunnies (no doubt stimu 
lating, but not intellectually) defeats hi 
purpose. The basic hedonism of Hefner's 
ncommon man" emerges, but | don't 
uncommon man" who 
This is precisely what 
ification of PLAYBOY 


think it's the 
buys PLAYBOY. 


ridiculous. 

Speaking for myself, and for many 
others I know who read playboy and are 
far more brilliant and literate than Mr. 
Hefner, the paramount enjoyment of 
reading the magazine is derived from its 
delightful pictures of nude women. This 
pleasure is not. peculiar to the "uncom- 
mon m ind me a man (uncommon 
or otherwise) who reads pLayuoy purely 


“Our group had twenty-three-percent fewer pregnancies.” 


for your articles, your fashion forecasts, 


or your excellent selection of type faces, 
and I will show you a hypocrite. One 
gets one’s intellectual stimulation in 


many places, but in rtaynoy I prefer the 
nude women, and will accept anything, 
else as a fringe benefit. 

Hefner's rationale for the existence of 
воу would have been better left 
id. It is not Hefner's uncommo: 
man the At gets more readers for 
PLAVHoy in comparison to other PLAYBOY 
imitato hat rrAYsoY exhib- 
its a higher, and more tasteful standard 
of nudes; hence it acquires a definite 
respectability. 

Hefners position is beautifully 
med up in the last line of Hemin 
Ys (a favorite of yours) The Sun Also 
to think so?” I 
hope that you will print this lett 

Mike Seidel 
Studio City, California 

PLAYBOY aitempis [o be neither an 
ivory tower of intellectuality nor a caich- 
all filled with photographic paeans to 
the pleasures of the flesh. It is a whole 
magazine intended to appeal io the 
whole man. We find no reason to deni- 
grate one phase of man’s activities while 
bolstering others. Man—the whole man, 
again—has physical, mental and aesthet- 
ic needs and aspirations which we be- 
lieve pLaveoy reflects. To offer less would 
be а disservice to both our readers and 
ourself. We fully expect each reader to 
find greater pleasure in one area of the 
magazine than another. This is both 
very natural and highly subjective. 

Apparently, you consider yourself a 
person of intellect as well as а connois- 
seur of beauty. Why, then, do you deny 
Hefner the same versatility? Perhaps— 
unconsciously—you feel high seriousness 
and romantic interest in pretty girls are 
mutually exclusive or incompatible. 
That's a viewpoint we totally reject. 


PHILOSOPHY ASSIGNMENT 
My wife and I have been following 
the Philosophy series with great interest, 
and hope that when it is concluded we 
can purchase the entire series in some 
п. As a reading assi 


enough to follow Hefner's теазопй 
Philosophy will expand their thi 
far beyond the scope of mater 
signed to them in school or 
school. 


as 
Sunday 


Fred Woodley 

London, Ontario: 

After it is completed, “The Playboy 
Philosophy” will be published as a hard. 
bound book. Two booklet reprints of 
“The Playboy Philosophy”—the first in- 


cluding installments one through seven. 
and the second. installments eight 


through twelve —aye currently available 
at one dollar per booklet. Send check ar 
money order to PLAYBOY, 232 E. Ohio 


Street, Chicago, Illinois 60611. 


PLAYBOY ON THE ROSTRUM 

As Chairman of the Committee on Pro- 
gram, I would like to invite Hugh Hef- 
ner to be one of the principal speakers 
at the next annual mecting of the Amer- 
ican Psychiatric Association, to be held 
at the Americana Hotel New York, 
May 3-7, 1965. . . . Since Hefners own 
philosophy and enterprise seem to be in 
accord with the current swing toward an 
easement of inhibitions and а zesttul 
joyment of the Association would 
be highly interested to hed nterpre- 
tation of this phenomenon: 15 it an сга 
of dissipation and decline under exces- 
sive stress, as in Late Roman times, or is 
it a new sophistication and eagerness for 
life, as in the Greece of reflective Plato 
and the frank and hearty Aristophanes? 

"This subject is meant only as a sugges- 
tion and the re doubtless many others 
that Hefner might choose which would 
prove equally interesting. Please let me 
know, at your convenience, whether he 
would be willing and able to accept this 
invitation. 

Jules H. Masserman, M 

Committee on Pro} 

American. Psychiatric 

Chicago, Illinois 


D., Cha 


"an 


Association 


Each year The Te 
Committee at the University of Texas 
sponsors a Program for the 
University’s 22,000-member student body 
and the Austin community. The 
nding individuals to 
t the campus and speak on timely 
t. The series has 


ıs Union Speak 


Included in our list of past 
iot, President Lyndon 
cy General Robert 
m O. Douglas, 
dame Ngo 


gu Р 
В. Johnson, Att 
Kennedy, Justice Wil 
Senator Barry Goldw 

Dinh Ralph Bunch 
Martin Luth 
h. It is the philosophy 
1 goal of this program to provide 
rihcant and worth-while supplement 
to our academic curriculum by the pres 


backgrounds, beliefs and 
The lectures have served 
catalysts which have excited 
provoked lively discussion and cr 
deeper 
The Te: 
tee has asked that I extend to Hugh 
Hefner a most cordial invitation to pre- 
sent a public lecture on its program dur- 
ng the 1961-1965 academic year. These 
lectures are presented. throughout. the 
year and there is a wide range of dates 
available. If such a lecture by Mr. Hef 
ner is possible, 1 will be happy to discuss 
the specific date, time, subject and hon- 
orarium at your convenience. I sincerely 
hope that the response to this invita- 
n affirmative one and that 

Mr. Hefner will be able to be our guest 


here at the University of Te 
Mrs. Shirley Bird Perry 
Program Supervisor, The Texas Union 
Univer 
ustin, 


of Texas 
Texas 


On behalf of the student body of the 
University of North Carolina, The 
a Forum wishes to invite Hugh Hef- 
ner to address the students in Chapel 
Hill at some time during th i 
academic year. . . . The Foru 
rtisan in make-up, is the off 
er presentation agency of Student 
d is fully authorized to 
extend this invitation on behalf of and 
in the name of the University of North 
Carol 

Our speakers in the past (Franklin 
Roosevelt, Harry S. Truman, Justice 
William O. Douglas, Norman "Thomas, 
Chester Bowles, William F. Buckley and. 
many others) have represented. nume 
ous shades of political and governmental 
philosophy in the belief that it is essen- 
tial that students hear and understand 
all sides of important. issues, as this will 
contribute to their understanding and 
strengthen their appreciation of demo- 
cratic government. 

However, this year it is our intention 
to broaden the scope of the Forum and 
bring to Chapel Hill persons who have 
made significant contributions to our so- 
ciety in areas other than political. Mr. 
Hefner is the first speaker to be extend- 
ed an invitation by The Carolina Forum 
who is not concerned with politics per se. 

As I'm sure yon are aware, PLAYBOY is 


held in high regard here . . . and there 
is special interest Mr. Hefner's 
monthly Philosophy, which is widely 
read and discussed by North Carolina 
students. His influence on the ideas and 
ide. an youth over the list 
decade is incalcu on this campus 
he is regarded mer of the 
first order. I sincerely hope that he will 
be able to accept our invitation, as I feel 
that his presence in Chapel Hill would 
te much st, and intelligent dis- 


crea 


Co 
soring three major events. In November 
are having a conference on “Poverty 
and Mora 
avited Gun Tyrdal, 
d Lyndon 


Responsibility," for which we 
г Michael 


noted. German 


speak on “The New Reforma 
the Catholic Church." In M 
scheduling 
"Religion, Sex and the College. 
writing specifically to extend to Hugh 
invitation to be our guest 
g that conference. Many of 
us—in addition to the large number of 
students—have followed Mr. Hefner's 
articles on sex and the Christian Church. 


“Sure I've got a fast gun, but gee whizz, 


fella — there's a time and place for everything!" 


167 


PLAYBOY 


168 


"Say, kid . . . Aaah, forget it!” 


with great interest, and would be 
endis if he could be present. 

T am also in correspondence with Har- 
vey Сох of Andover Newton Theolog 
cal School who, as you know, h 
responded to the PLAYsoy pronounce- 
ments on the subject rather critically. We 
have extended an invitation to him also 
10 participate in the conference, in hope 
that a genuine dialog on the issues 

ight be stimulated. Although plans are 
still in the formative stage, generally 
speaking we would like Mr. Hefner to 
deliver at least one and possibly two lec- 
tures, to participate in a panel discus- 
sion with Mr. Cox and selected members 
of the Cornell faculty, and to meet with 
specially chosen students in small group 
sen 

We are confident that the conference 
will be received most enthusiastically 
nd that Mr. Hefner's presence 
tribution will add immeasurably to its 
succ 


John Lee Smith 

Associate. Director for Studies 
Cornell United Religious Work 
Cornell University 

Ithaca, New York 


This coming semester, we are com- 
mencing the first in an annual lecture 
series Nowe Dame. ... We would 
greatly appreciate it if Hugh Hefner 
could find the time in his busy schedule 
to be one of our first gu 
he would consent to appear on ca 
Im certain that it would be one of the 
best attended events of the school 
Almost the entire student body would 
be there, for PLAYBOY is easily the most 
popular publication at Notre Da 
а common 
dents room on campi 
nk Vogel sident 

go Club of Nowe Dame 

versity of. Notre. Dame 

Notre Dame, Indiana 


fixture 


On behalf of the executive board, I 
should like to extend to Mr. Hugh M. 
Hefner a cordial i dress 


faculty of the Har 
during the academic yea 
purpose of the Harvard Bu: 
Marketing Club is to acquaint the stu- 


body with the dynamics of the 
all marketing function in todays 


dent 
ove 


growing economy. One of the most ef- 
fective 


ways of carrying out this role is to 
t the nation’s top business execu- 
men as featured 

speakers to discuss their. responsibilities, 
problems and experience. This type of 
program adds significantly to the value of 
the case studies of contemporary busi- 
ness problems analyzed here at Harvard 
by bringing to the school the insights of 
men active in the business community 
today . .. 

Roger Evan Green 
ecutive Vice-President and 

5 Committee 


vard Graduate School of 
Business Administration 
ard University 


‘The University of Nevada and the Jot 
‘Travis Student Union Lectures Commit- 
tee would like to extend an 1 

Hugh Hefner to speak аш 
s semester. . . . We would be e 
cia nterested hearing Mr. Hefner 
speak on some aspect of The Playboy 
Philosophy, but any other topic of his 
choosing would also be most welcome 


University of Nevad 
Reno, Ne а 


The lectures committee of New York 
Iniversity is in the process of arranging 
is program for the 1964-1965 season. As 
а member of that committce I с the 
pleasure of inquiring if Hugh Hefner 
would be disposed 10 deliver a lecture to 
our student body on such а topic as he 
may care to select, 
Joseph R. Arak 
Student Ac 
New York University 
New York, New York 
Though his viaysoy duties make it 
possible to accept only a small number of 
these and the similar lecture invitations 
that arrived almost daily, all. summer 
long, Editor-Publisher Hefner has been 
genuinely moved (perhaps “all shook 
up" is a more suitable phrase) by this 
Special expression of interest from so 
many welcome quarters—the majority of 
which was prompted by “The Playboy 
Philosophy. 


The Playboy Forum" offers the oppor- 
tunity for an extended dialog between 
readers and editors of this publication 
on subjects and issues raised in our con- 
linuing editorial series, “The Playboy 
Philosophy.” Address all correspondence 
on either the "Philosophy" or the 
"Forum" to: The Playboy Forum, 
rLAYBOY, 232 Е, Ohio Street, Chicago, 
Illinois 60611. 
Ba 


FASHION FORECAST 


(continued from page 105) 


for most semiformal occasions. Although 
last year's iridescents in bluc, brown and 
olive are still around, we think the well- 
dressed man should forget about them 
1f you'd like to spark up your wardrobe 
with a touch of color, consider burgundy, 
which is moving in from the sporis- 
icket field: It’s particularly noteworthy 
in herringbones, checks, plaids and 
overplaids. Alter a brief entry in the 
middleweight class inspired by the post- 
War synthetic materials, fall fabrics will 
be weighing in ı with яшем more 


y 

sharkskins w 11 set the pace, h tweeds, 
Shetlands and cheviots providing hand- 
somely textured contrasts. Exceedingly 
beely fabrics—sucl 
tweed—once a mainstay 
weekend picture, are now moving on to 
the urban scene: We think they're im- 
peccable when worn with dress shoes, 
medium-spread collar and silk tie, rather 
than the usual casual accessories. 

Formalwear developments are high- 
lighted by the increasing appearance of 
fulkdress separates, as introduced in 
rrAvuov (The Playboy Dinner Jacket, 
November 1963; The Hosting Jacket, 
1964). season, the satin- 
jacket of black brocade 
Sad nici g vest (with squared-off bot- 
tom) earns our nod. Formal trousers in 
black mohair coordinate perfecly with 
this outfit. For men accustomed toa very 
active schedule on the formal scene, we 
recommend a complete suit in muted 


French blue. 
With dresswear setting the e for a 
uinmer profile, sports jackets are fol 


lowing suit: The defined waist suppres- 
deep side or center vents and full 
chest expression of the English hacking 
jacket are making their influence felt, as 
are other country detsilings, such 
patch, flap and bellows pockets, welte 
scams and pointed flaps. In keeping with 
the British influence, zesty tweeds and 
Shetlands will be imparting a hearty, 
masculine jackets, while 
bold windowpane patterns challenge the 
eminence of herringbones. Stripes, rid 
ing the fickle seesaw of fashion cycles, 
are at the bottom of the list this year 
Replacing them are solid tones in vivid 
rust brown and rich blue; but for real 
vibrancy, you may want to add to your 
collection of navy, black and camel 
jacket in Irish green; it coordi 
nates smartly with Cambridge-gray slacks. 
If anyone has been conscious of the 
trend toward t 
it's been the manufacturers of slack 
who bade farewell to the wide, floppy 
look a long time ago and will continue 
to offer slim trousers this season: Rugged 
masculine weaves, such as tweed, hopsack 


siol 


г to sport 


MEDICO 


world's largest selling pipe 


2%" filter 


gives you pleasure 
and peace of mind 


MEDICO CREST 
$6 TO $20 


Illustrated 
GOLD CREST dark claret $7 (light café finish, $8.50) 
Put relaxation back into your smoking... enjoy 
the protection of a Medico Filter Pipe. Scientific 
disposable Filter traps tars, nicotine, juices—gives 
smoke a clean, natural taste. Every Medico is 
crafted only from selected imported briar. A few 
are illustrated at the right, all with nylon bits, 
guaranteed bite-proof. 


For beautiful color catalog, write Medico, Dept. A8., 
18 East 54th St., N.Y. Enclose 10¢ for handling. 


MEDICO 


FILTER PIPES 


Jet Stream $3.95 


Guardsman $4.50 


Ebony $3.95 


Ever-Dri $4.95 


5 " 5 h Other M: Filter Pil 2.50 
Official Pipes New York World's Fair 1964-1965 d E iR 


stir her to romance 


PLAYBOY COCKTAILS FOR TWO SET 


Perfect mixer for a perfect evening. Emblazoned 
in 22k gold. 16-ounce glass mixer, stirrer and two cocktail glasses. 


V =i Deluxe set includes walnut snack tray with knife 
| and tile for cheese cutling. 

/ | Cocktails for Two Set, 55 

^, Deluxe Set, 51 
Both prices ppd. 


Shall we enclose a gift card in your name? 
Send check or money order to: 
PLAYBOY PROOUCTS 

232 East Ohio Street, Chicago 11, Minois 
Playboy Club keyhclders may 
charge by enclosing 
key number with order. 
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and wide-wale corduroy will be 
demand. On the sportier side, the influ- 
ence of the far West still persists (though 
we don't see much future for it), showing 
up notably in pockets: One style is а 
dropped half-top pocket with a notched 
end; another is a welted-top pocket that 
s with the waistband. 

In topcoats, we're pleased to observe 
two contrasting but noteworthy dire 
tions a-borning. Conforming to the wim 
wend is the two-button topcoat in black. 


п large 


houett А conuasting- 
ly jaunty profile can he achieved with 
fabrics borrowed from the sports jacket 
realm, our favorite being bold black-and- 
white houndstooth checks in the short 
length. coats (4014), which also featur 
h piped pockets and slightly wider 
pels and collar. 

The raincoat, we're pl 
recovering from its recent role 
in forcignntrigue flicks, and wi 


sed to note, 
a prop 
1, this 


fall, feature fewer Continental gim- 
micks, fewer overcoat details, while ad- 
hering to its primary function: warding 
off water. Although there is a revival of 
raglan shoulders in the offing, the split 
ташап still reigns supreme; fly fronts 
will be showing up in almost every 
length. In fabrics, watch for a renascence 
of whipcord: in colors, we predict the 
welcome demise of murky iridescents, 
with lighter, more clearly defined win 
dowpanes, glen plaids and neat che 
on mediumshade grounds visin 
favor. Another functional innovation we 
approve is the introduction of inner 
capes and hidden shoulder yokes to keep 


The ski 
once reserved exclusively for schussers 
has snowballed to such popularity that 
we'd estimate half the men who wear 
these colorful casual garments never do 
i rea. Th 
season, more than ever, the authentic 
look of the slopes, reflected in such de- 
tails as racer sleeve stripes and short 


though 


"up collars that zip open to release 
a hood, will be seen wherever there's 
оп, such mountain favor- 


quilted nylon parkas will show 


up 
everywhere. The hottoddy scene, which 
formerly depended on ski outerwear, 
now has its own coordinated three-piece 
aprésshi suit consisting of a tailored 
jacket, matching pants and turtleneck 
pullover. In more sumptuous casual- 
wear, Western styles arc stamping a 


sharp imprint. Although jeans and tight 
cowboy jackets have moved back into 
the work-clothes arca, lush suedes, bez 
ing such ranch details as pointed yokes 
and flapped patch pockets, will indecd 
be high-fashion casualwear this fall. 
Suede will figure materially in several 


other yles. Prominent in rust 
tones, it will be joined decorously with 
corduroy or wool knits in clay, pewter 


and deep nut browns on short zip-front 
jackets; rellecti influences, 
suede will also be mixed with other fab- 
rics in stipeddront jackets. Another 
outerw ation we like is a tasteful 
adaptation of a new sweater trend, in 
which a jacket made of leather, fabric 
or quilting, is combined with sleeves and 
zip-up turtleneck of contrasting wool 


uropean 


knit; the knitted fabric cuts into the 
shoulders and creates the illusion of a 
separate sweater. 


nyone out for а woolgathering expe- 
dition this scasou will find abundant 
quarry: Most of the old favorites are still 
around, with the addition this year of 
new ed” sweaters. These are simi- 


sweaters, the layer elect is achieved ci- 
ther as a V-neck model with a contrast 
ing false front permanently attached 
(these used to be called dickies in the 
days of yore) or with an assortment of 
convasting and matching detachable 
fronts. Other new sweater twists include 
the addition of suede bottom trim to the 
classic cardigan, and wipartite combina- 
tions of leather, wool and suede in coat 
sweaters. We're pleased to note the r 
vival of big, thick cable knits and double 
knits (the latter as the body of suedc- 
front sweaters); on the other hand, we 
think the Tyrolean accent, which keeps 
coming back like a Wiener Schnitzel, has 
degenerated into clichés and should be 
avoided for the present. Noteworthy pat- 
year are highlighted by geomet- 
delinea and Indian or ski 
fronts or 


тіс 
motifs emblazoned on sw 


ter 
backs. Although camel is still the favor- 
ite subdued shade, we predict both an 
upsurge of soft yellow and a revival of 
y- 
In dress shirts, the predominance of 
butiondown and tab collars will be chal- 
Jenged by medium-spread collars and pin 
bs. Collars, in all styles, will be some- 
longer. While the tapered shirt, 


s. 


which preceded and undoubtedly influ- 
enced the wim accent im suits, is as 
icceptable as ever for office wear, we also 
e the newer knitted shirt as а paceset- 
ting accessory for beely-textured weekend 
suits and sports ensembles. In fabrics, 
youll sec (wills, herringbones and 
brushed Bedfords appearing in button- 
down styles, with broadcloth, madras and. 
chambray and the perennial oxford used 
fo gs, the most popular of which 
will be the hairline. For a little extra 
éclat, we prefer the bolder candy and 
pe stripes; they coordinate perfectly 
a solid-color suit, In a tasteful re- 
ach cuffs will be back in style 
this season on the urban social scene. 

Last year, the sport shirt moved sever- 
al degrees in the direction of its dress 
counterpart, and, while these bunton- 
down garments in oxford, chambray, ma- 
dras and twill are still u 
correct, we're pleased to note a resurgent 
interest in bold, colorful, w hedly 
casual shirts. One perceptive casual 
d, originating in jetset resorts but 


now catching on all over, is the donning 
of light i 


nit turtleneck shirts under 
sport shirts or by themselves. 
Sweater shirts, suitable for penthouse or 
patio, are a practical choice for fall, as 
Is and the 


tator sporting are the breezy fine-gauge 
knit shirts in h 
The pre-em iped dress 


shirts presents a challenge in the sele 
tion of suitable neckwear. Last year, we 
suggested solid-color ties as the safest so- 


small, 
аце, A 


lution, with muted stripes and 
neat patterns as bolder alter 
still more ventu 
ternon 

of thumb: The spaced figure, bold rep 
stripe or geometric design you opt for 
should not only be compatible with that 
‘s outfit but should be carefully cho- 
does not attract attention 
s season's leader in fab- 
ries, with Dacron running a respectable 
second. Last у 


234") are sull wider this fa 
"m" 


rs wider ties (214 to 
m 


Belts are also slightly wider, but mos 
ly for casual wear: for dress, 114” should 
be the maximum width. Staging a sj 
ed comeback on lligator, 
which will make a good addition to your 
assortment of cowhide, deerskin and calf- 


this sei 


skin, The drill on buckles is: The more 
formal the occasion, the simpler the 
clasp 


There are lots of handy new ski and 
driving gloves for the casual scene. 
On the other hand, for dress wear we 
like last season's smooth leathers best, 
and recommend either grainy pigskin 


or gray suede as your second choice. 
Suede will a 
with deerskin on shel 
ings. an excellent 
for coldest winter. 
The top of the male profile will have 
а commendably jaunty look, as dress 
felis take on the casual appearance of 
cloth hats. In the latter, watch [or 
array of suede and leather ur 
in natural s 
correct in either 1 
in regular hats are moving from the 
extreme darks to the medium shades, 
with lighter tones showing signs of life. 
This season's footwear will look hefty, 
s the brogue trend remains potent, but 
wear lightly, thanks to а new empha 
on flexibility. Your supplementary shoes 
n be chosen from among moccasins 
and modified boots—either type works 
well for dress or casual wear, depending 
on the style. In socks, the development 
of stretch styles in high-rise models | 
made both g wd shin-ba 


ls with sheepskin 
nd elegant choice 


rters 


kam 
ark 
mpeachable for dress, while 

sporis wear, crew socks are still 
ored. On this footnote to our fall and 
winter fashion forecast, we bid you a 
сазоп and hope you set a brisk 


klets unnecessary. The rib stitch, in d 
shades, is uri 
for 


this is 
Glenn Ford's 
foot 


See all of GLENN FORD starring in N-G-N's "THE ROUNDERS.” 


JOCKEY MENSWEAR, KENOSHA, WISCONSIN • A DIVISION OF COOPER'S, INC. 


in the first wool sock 
you can machine dry! 


Your feet can look as “dashing” as 
Glenn's. Just pull on a pair of Jockey 
Thorobred* wool hose. You'll get the 
look, the feel that only 100% wool hose 
can give. What's more, you won't have to 
baby these babies. They're machine 
washable and dryable. Can't shrink out of 
size (a new pair free if they should). Look 
for the Jockey Red Toe Stripe?" to make 
sure you're getting the real thing, Jockey 
Thorobred hose. Imported from England, 
yet only $1.50. 
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CHET BAKER ло more blues 


TEN YEARS AGO, the soft and subtle trumpetry of a handsome 
24-year-old jazzman orbited him to the top of the popularity 
chants in the world of cool jazz. In 1954 and 1955 Chet Baker 
placed first in both the Metronome and Down Beat polls, 
nd in 1957 he won second place in the first Playboy Jazz Poll. 
His rapid rise provided a boost to both his ego and his wal 
let: Purists and squares alike gobbled up his records; his 
Prince Charming looks led to screen roles, and his suave and 
swinging hornwork, especially with Gerry Mulligan, earned 
extravagant kudos from aficionados of the new lyrical 
West " sound in jazz. The bubble began to break in 
1956 on а European tour when Dick Twardzik, his brilliant 
pianist and closest friend, abruptly died of а heart attack. 
Deeply shaken, Chet came home and a short time thereafter 
the boy with the golden horn became a hung-up young man 
with a golden arm. His carcer, badly damaged, reflected а 
physically sick body and an emotionally disturbed. soul. 
Hounded by U.S. authorities, an unhappy and confused 
Baker fled to Europe. “I hoped.” he said not long ago, "that il 
1 could get away [rom the States for a while I could put my 
life together again." The road was rough, with several mudhi- 
publicized cures and a prison term in Italy along the way 
Maturity hadn't come easily. Last spring Chet Baker returned 
from Europe, almost penniless, but with his health and con- 
fidence regained. Today, Chers instrumental (he has dis- 
carded the trumpet in favor of the Fliigelhorn) and. vocal 
efforts аге more moving than ever, In a recent Down Beat, 
critic Ia Gitler spoke of Che's “retention of lyricism” while 
calling him “a much more virile, masculine player than he 
was before.” His recent popular successes—at the Newport 
Jazz Festival and at nightclub engagements throughout the 
country—have proved to jazz lovers that, after an unfor- 
tunate detour, Chet is back on the road to the top. 


DR. THEODORE Н. MAIMAN light fantastic 


AT A HUGHES. AIRCRAFT research center four years 
scientist named "Theodore Н. Maiman wrapped a rod of solid ruby in the 
flash coil of a photographer's strobe light, triggered а switch, and watched 
a thin dart of intense red light lance from the heart of the stone. He 
called his chromatic invention a “laser” (for "Light Amplification by Stim- 
ulated Emission of Radiation"). Promising to revolutionize modern 
псе in arcas as disparate as surgery and cybernetics, this light fantastic 
can weld, measure, balance, heat, survey, detect, communicate, time, 
sterilize, map, machine, heal, analyze, search and melt: not surprising] 
it may prove to be as far-reaching a technical breakthrough as the X ray 
or vacuum tube. The invention has already paid off for Maiman, who at 
37 heads his own laser-smaking firm, Korad Corporation, grossing $1,500,- 
000 yearly and recently acquired as a subsidiary of Union Carbide. Mai- 
man started his first business at 1 appliance repair shop whose 
profits eventually helped him through the University of Colorado and 
Stanford. After getting his Ph.D. in physi im: indoned repairing 
the inventions of others in favor of evolving his own. Today, he’s less 
often in a lab coat than in a business suit, selling lasers to research org 
izations. More than 500 major firms have joined in the light brigade, and 
re now investing $30,000,000 annually in laser research, justifying Mai- 
man’s characterization of his invention as “a solution looking for a 
problem." Despite its research applications, however, the laser has already 
outgrown its nonutilitarian origins (carly versions performed such parlor 
wicks as burning holes in diamonds and bouncing light beams off 
the moon), and is now such fields as суе surgery, 
metallurgy and communications. Its prospective applications are eve 
more impressive, including: optical radar (superior to the sonic variety, 
d 100 times more comp е satellite guidance systems; 
radio and television. broad: 
computers (in which glass fibers 
wire): and even the mythical Buck Rogers death ray (current lasers are 
powerful enough to start fires two miles away). АП in all, Ma 
cludes, laser's future looks rosy as a ruby ray. As laser prospers, so will he. 
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BILL HARTACK 
thinking man’s jockey 


IN THE STEAM ROOMS at Pimlico, Hialeah, 
Aqueduct and Arlington Park, where 
cach. afternoon the jockeys sit and read 
soggy issues of the Daily Racing Form 
while waging their endless wars against 
weight, Bill Hartack is regarded as the 
best in the biz. No one in a single season 
has had mounts who won as much money 
as his ($3,000,000 in 1957), nor so many 
big stakes (43). In his carcer he has cap- 
tured тоге than 3300 races, third 
highest total in U.S. history. А 31-y 
old bachelor, rebellious little (547, 113 
pounds) William ("Don't call me 
Willie") Hartack last year took $125,000 
from the winnings of the horseflesh 
he straddled. This year, riding the 
‘anadian-bred three-year-old Northern 
Dancer, he won the Kentucky Derby 
(for the fourth time in six tries), the 
Preakness, and finished third in the Bel- 
mont In addition, impudent, non- 
conformist Hartack is as determined 
(and apparently as successful) indoors 
as ош. Off wack he lives in sultanic 
splendor in a New York pad equipped 
with ankledeep carpeting, a wide black 
couch, a zebrastriped cocktail table, а 
bar of Polynesian decor and, usual- 
ly, two or three chicks (to keep his 
ght down). He also owns a 890,000 
house in Miami Springs, а 170-acre farm 
in West Virginia and a Cadillac con- 
vertible which he customarily turns in 
almost as soon as the ashtrays are filled 
Born the son of a coal miner in Ebens- 
burg, Pennsylvania, Hartack was too 
puny to follow his father into the pits; 
nstead, he found а job shoveling out 
Is at the Charles Town, West Virgin- 
‚ race wack. Next assignment: exercise 
boy. Finally, he became an apprentice 
jock—and, on his third mount, won his 
first race (three years later he won more 
than 400). Today he is regarded by turf- 
men as the thinking man’s jockey and, 
with the probable exception of Cassius 
Clay, as the most controversial figure in 
sports. Hartack's trouble is that he gets 
along beuer with horses than he does 
with most people. He has had 12 agents 


ar- 


w 


in his career (the last one quit the day 
of the Belmont). After fourth w 
the Derby, he left reporters muttering 
into their mint juleps for an hour while 
he signed autographs, and his relations 
with other jockeys, owners, trainers and 
stable boys has often discreetly been 
described as “brusque.” Yet sometimes 
he expands a bit. Asked recently if he 
planned to retire, his riposte was a ready 
one: "Quit? You think if I quit I'd be 
riding around in a new Cadillac every 
year? Hell, no. I'd be driving an Edsel.” 
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SUE ME RICH (continued from page 107) 


love affair with himself, his big muscle 
with women, his rough-tough posing—I 
hope you will be discerning enough to sce 
that in this area I invented very freely. 
My God, who would believe Anson 
Luddy capable of luring a 12-year-old 
pigtailed lass away from her hopscotch 
and doing the nasty things to her that 
this bum does? HT happened to borrow а 
few, a very few, of my starting facts from 
you, purely on the physical side, it docs 
not follow from that accidental circum- 
stance that I am suggesting Anson Lud 
dy would ever molest а 12-year-old tyke. 
If you take d lly, your mis- 
reading will be an insult to me as a crea 
tive artis 
I still don't sce а movie buc if 
you're of another mind. start talking. 
All good thoughts, 
Jonathan 


Lakrabos 
June 
You Hothead, 

I knew this would happen, I knew it. 
No movie stir can read а Hollywood 
novel without assuming the thing is 
about him. You people are so subjective, 
so ego-focused, it’s appalling, 

Yes, Andor Mustie goes оп Biphet- 
amine jags. Are you the only Hollywood 
dignitary on a pill kick? Yes, Mustic was 
on the Red Channels b! 
were a couple hundred actors. Yes, Mus 

is fond of the boule, and 
nd wear a partial 
toupee and corsets, and has a taste for 
floral-design shorts, and reads the end of 
а book first, and blows his nose in table 
cloths and napkins—but how dare you 
strike the grand proprietary note about 
such bits of characte ion, as though 
1 the peceadilloes of the human. race 
were registered in your name? And there 
re any number of Hollywood people 
who dig the wax out of their cars in 
public, though not all of them do it with 
rs, at the Academy Awards. 

This is in no way a take-off on you, 
Anson. You were furthest from my 
mind. believe me. I simply had to give 
this fellow some behavioristic color, 
some emotional texture, and toward that 
end I assembled all the vivid attributes 1 
could think of. 

You can judge from ihe foregoing 
how much 1 resent your suggestion that 
1 modeled this guy 
literary scandal and sell books. The ac- 
cusation is beneath you, old colleague, as 
the act is beneath me. 

In any case, nobody can possibly mis- 
take Mustie for you, because this bum is 
defined as а drawing-room farceur and 
it's general knowledge that vou never 
appear in drawing rooms—your habit of 
blowing your nose in napkins would сх- 
clude that. 

Textual dissections as 


aw 


de, 1 agree that 


there's no picture here, though not, as 
you because this book is 
vilification of the entire human race. 
(When will you learn to read, m 
the 1 irl Mustie slobbers over 
presented with "warm humanity”?) The 
locale is Hollywood, and Hollywood is 
not fond of examining its own navel for 
the more unsavory lints. 

Apropos the linis collated in my book: 
Stop this tiresome howl that they all 
come from your precious pre-eminent 
navel, will you? 1 use only lints in the 
public dom 


Yours, 
Jonathan 


Lakrabos 
September 
Ans Old Buddy, 

Should have answered you weeks ago, 
but its been hectic. Gloria delivered 
herself of a real fullback—a bouncing 
baby boy—and, well, I've been busy 
bouncing it—in between reading re 
views (my book's been published, as you 
may know). 

Your letter was more than generous. 1 
our largeness of spirit would pr 
illy. Obviously, it was high time 
IL off this senseless feud. Simply no 
grounds for it—whatever the incident 
overlaps between Mustie and you, it’s 
just not in me to hatchet my friend 

(About your statement—"This portrait 
of an unregenerate skunk has no paral- 
lel in literature for sheer nastiness, and 
it is isparent exploitation of cert 
facts of my private Ше which you saw fit 
to distort for your own splashy purposes, 
but I know how yon writers get carried 
away and I think it’s demeaning to hold 
a grudge"—I wish you hadn't put it 
йс that way, Ans. But if you're si 
laboring under the wild misappreh 
you, your note of for- 
giveness is all the more impressive. I'm 
genuinely touched.) 

Tell you why I'm writing, Ans. The 
tone of your letter was so warm—I hope 

it right—that I'm embold 
enel to ask an enormous favor of you, 
if you can see your way clear to doing it. 
Would you sue me 

I mean it. The book's just not taking 
off, Ans. Those pinhead reviewers aren't 
knocking the thing so much 

stic notices 
usually a couple of me 
phs way back on page 46 
between ads for antiobesity tracts. and 
Rosicrucian guides to the inner myster- 
ies. I thought this one was going to cause 
jigging in the suects—so far not a lousy 
minuet 

"This must not be, Ans. I am being no 
more than objective when T tell you tha 
this is far and away the best book ever 
done about Hollywood. It must not be 
allowed to wither on the literary vine 


e 


sion that Mustie 


burying it—even the enthu 
are 


and plop mustily into the remainder 
shops. So I am asking you, begging you, 
to sue me, and ГА like to lay out the 
logic behind this merchandising idea. 

Scandal sells books today. Sensational 
ism, insideism, the peephole approach, 
the aura of exposé—olten as not, that's 
what does the trick. Well, Гуе bee 
thinking about what might be done to 
get this book talked about, make it at 
tractive to the sensatioumongers, and T 
believe I've hit on the formula. Matter 
of fact, it was you who pl 
in my head when vou accused те 
wrongly, u will eventually 

lize—of making you my central char- 
acter to create a scandal. My thought is 
this—even though Andor Mustie is not 
you, why can't we get it nosed around 
that he i? Wouldn't that build up a 

bookselling scandal 

Good танта But cahî go around 
telling people my hero is really Anson 
Luddy. It would be unscemly, it would 
be undignified, and besides, they'd know 
I was trying to sell books. But suppose 
you unleashed this thunderclap? In the 
most dramatic way. ne for li 
bel, invasion of priva licious mis- 
representation, and those other 
happy, book-hawking things? 1 mean, go 
through the first motions of suing: Serve 
me with the right legal documents, splash 
the story over the front pages, let it get 
talked up for a month or so. We could 
drop the whole thing after about a 
month. We'd grab a lot of headlines in 


med the idea 


month. A month, Fm sure, is all it 
would Є. 
Don't just shudder and put a match to 


this letter, old buddy. 1 have never be- 
fore besmirched myself by descending to 
the literary mart, but this time I mean 
to fight. I'm trying to serve the cause of 
Letters and make a few bucks along the 
way, too. I would insist that what con- 
tributes to my alimentation advances the 
, said Lit and I 
being, in the essentials, a joint venture. 

Just by the by, it might advance your 
cause a bit, too. T gather Roar of Char- 
lemagne isn’t doing at all well at the 
box office, not to mention audiences’ 
stomachs. A bit of splashy publicity of 
the sort this fake suit would be bound to 
stir up wouldn't hurt that slew-footed 
masterwork’s reception а bit. It appe: 
to be badly in need of every 
get. 

Gloria sends many hugs. She thinks we 
could do worse than name the kid An- 
son—I'm beginni 

Litigiously and bclletristically, 
John 


September 
Dear Friend and Brother, 

Speechless with gratitude. Just heard 
from your lawyers about their intentioi 
to file suit. To have done this magnani 
mous thing for me after your first. (un- 
justified, but all the same) anger over 


“Га like you to meet my father, bui I don’t dare. 
You know how even old satyrs are!” 
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the book—I'm moved. 

Under separate cover I'm airmailing a 
copy of the book with all the possibly li- 
belous passages marked. "There are some 
193 pages, by my reckoning, which it 
would be reasonable for your lawyers to 
single out in their complaint. They 
aren't really libelous, since Andor Mus- 
a fictitious character not modeled 
after any living person, but if 1 were 
nailed down as to all the superficial 
resemblances 1 might have some sweaty 
moments in court. All of which is aca- 
‚ of course. We'll be dropping this 
spired horseplay long before the u 
stage—the moment the sales chart starts 
zooming 

Гуе informed my publisher that 
you're instituting action against me and 
he's ecstatic. In anticipation he's taking 
full-page ads in The New York Times 
Book Review and the Herald Trib's 
Book Week—more money being spent 
right. there than the son of a bitch laid 
її ten of my previous book: 
e embarking on the Great Mer- 


chandising Experiment, dear friend. 
‘The Muse of Letters, in the large-gross 
as, anyhow, тау turn out to be Sweet 
Suel 


Eternally, 
Johnnie 


Lakrabos 
October 

Fellow Conspirator, 
We pulled it off! It’s the lite 
of the cent 
You no doubt know that 1 jumped on 
the bestseller lists the week alter your 
press agent broke the news and that I've 
been there ever since, climbing stcadily, 
but you couldn't possibly guess what 
that means in terms of books sold—we're 
approaching 70,000, and going into 
ninth printing, and the end is not yet! 
Finally I have a best seller, mc, unst 
unhnmmed, unwhistled Jonathan Silk, 
at age 45. And 1 owe it all to you. I 
know that with absolute finality, because 
my dipping service has been sending me 
the mountains of newspaper and maga- 


ту coup 


"Say — you do get better coverage of the 
Miss America Pageant on pay TV!" 


zine articles—Ans, let me tell you, John 
Glenn himself didn't corner this kind of 
space! 

So—would you consult with your law- 
yers and work out a way to withdraw the 
suit? Discreetly, of course? The reason 
Tm asking is that I've just been served 
with a subpoena through the 
consulate in our area instructing me to 
appear in Los Angeles District Superior 
Court this coming January, to answe 
your complaint. A trial would give us 
still more sensational mileage, of course, 
but who needs it? You've sued me into 
immortality, Ans! You've sued me rich! 

There's no way to convey what I feel 
toward you, but let me say this: We're 
going to name the little fellow Anson. 
Your friend for 


as far beyond as possible, 
Johnnie 
Lakrabos 
November 


Dear Ans, 

I don't get your lawyers’ point at all. 
What do they mean, you'd look silly if 
you dropped the 
dropped all the time—generally because 
the parties have arrived at a settlement 
out of cour 

‘Tell you what: If you want your press 
agent to get up a release hinting that 
ve agreed to a settlement, thats fine 
with me—it can only me: 
miuing you are the h 
and that can only sell more bool 


Any way you want to work it is fine by 
me, but get me off this spot, will you, 


A We're well past the 100,000 mark 
in sales now. The book has become a liv- 
ing legend in the annals of American 
Lit. Fm well into my next book, which is 

cinch to he another living legend, and 
1 definitely don't want to take any trips. 

We've just about decided to name the 
young ‘un Anson. It's the least payment 
I can make on my debt to you, staunch 
colleagu 

Get those lawyers of yours on the ball, 
OK? 


Many, many warm thoughts, 
John 


Lakrabos 
November 
Dear Anson, 

Still no word trom you or your law- 
yers about the status of the suit. I won't 
conceal from you my concern about this. 
‘The trial's due to come up in a month 
nd І most decidedly am not 
ı traveling 6000 miles to 
keep the Sheriff of L. A, County happy. 

Call this off, will you, Anson? Our 
sales just passed 130,000. It was a bcauti- 
ful charade, but we've won, we've won. 

By the way, about the annotated book 
I sent with all the passages marked that 
1 thought might (by wild misreading) be 
called libelous—could you find a minute 
to send it back? If we're not going to 
court, your lawyers couldn't possibly 


Calypso lim 


Colypso limes. The 
juicy yellow limes Rose's 
lime Juice is made from. 
limes grown in the sultry 
West Indies. Ripened 
slowly in the deep heat. 
Mon, limes grown else- 
where aren't in this roce. 
That's why cocktails made 
from Rose's are rather 


special. Like the Gimlet: 
one part Rose's to 4 or 5 
parts gin or vocka. Serve 
itina cocktail glass or 
onthe rocks. Or the Rose's 
Collins: 3 parts gin, vodka 
оггит to one part Rose's. 
Pour over ice, fill with 
soda, stir. Or the Bloody 
Mary: One jigger vodka, 
V» jigger Rose's, tomato 
juice, salt, pepper, 
Worcestershire. Shake with 
ice, serve in a tall glass. 


es. 


Or the Rose's Sour: 
4 parts whiskey to 1 part 
Rose's. Shake, with ice, 
strain into a sour glass. 
Or Rose's Tonic: Add a 
dash of Rose's to a jigger 
of gin topped with 
Schweppes Tonic. 

Plenty more, too. Get 
yourself plenty of Rose's 
Lime Juice. And swing. 


have any further use for the thing, and People won't understand, of course, Lakrabos 
Га sort of like to have it in my files, as a but I mean to dedicate the new book to December 
curio. Young Anson should get quite a you. It will hardly suggest how much I A. L, 

kick out of it when he's old enough to owe you, but it’s а gesture. So. I suspected all along that the op- 
savor the gorgeous joke behind the Fondly, position to killing the suit came from 


Gr 


at Deception we cooked up. Jonathan you, not you 


lawyers. 
What do you mean, you "dipped into 
ed copy again and got fighting 
ain"? We've been all through 
that, man! You know goddamn well 
that those marginal notes I made are in 
no way, shape or form "an admission 
wart ked vour personal life like a 
second-story man to paint my vomitous 
portait of Andor Muste.” You know 
goddamn well Т was only indicating pas- 
sages you might build up a phony case 
against for purposcs of a phony libel 


PLAYBOY 


d I were involved in a feloni- 
асу to commit a fraud on the 


ous conspi 
courts, my friend. I[ you're insane 


enough to go before a 
tumped-up case and introduce that 
marked book as evidence, I'll reveal the 
whole sordid story. I c. г 
draw a still fine, I've still sold over 160,- 
000 copies of my book—bur what about 
you? 

ГИ wipe the floor with you in court, 
friend. Do you know what a horse's 
you'll look like when I bring forth the 
thick correspondence between us in 
which this whole publicity stunt was 
cooked up with your enhu 
T cooperation? 

Excuse me A smart Charlemagne knows when to 
while I change roar, and when to button his lip. 
into something Yours, 

more comfortable . . 2” 25: 


Такт 
December 


ary with thi 


Lic 


bos 


Е. 

Good enough. You win this round. A 
wily piece of entrapment, you swine. 
You let me think you were ma 
mously agreeing to help me, and all the 
while you were leading me on into what 
look like admissions of libelous intent 
My lett 


s contain the suggestion for 


your suit, but my lawyers concede yours 
carefully avoid giving any hint that you 
acted on u i 

What all this indicates about your ca- 


pacities for double-deal 
omable viciousness, 1 w 
at this time. I will only observe d 
takes a terrifyingly twisted mind 10 
buscide an old friend so foully. 
You'll get your comeuppance in court. 

Maybe I can’t prove you entered into 
this litigation fraudulently. But I'll poke 
your fake libel action so full of holes 
that every bone of your thieving, con- 
niving skeleton will be exposed for the 
world to see and shudder at. 

1 mean this, 

8. 


r, your unfath- 
not go into 
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Lakrabos 
December 
Luddy, 

The scummy secret is out. I can hardly 
believe my eyes, but there it is, on all 
the front pages—your press agent is get- 
ting you great coverage. Well, you're 
heading for disaster, you swine, and I'd 
like 10 tell you why. 

‘The history-making popularity of my 
book docs not at all mean that “the pub- 
lic wants to read about Anson Luddy, no 
matter. how slanderously distorted. the 
account n ns is that the 
public is eager to read a serious, literate, 
indepth novel, with rich characteriz: 
tions and a wealth of meaningful inc 
dent, the best novel ever done about 
Hollywood, once it’s made aware of the 
novel's existence. Your legal action drew 
attention ао the book—after that the 
book made its own way. You opened the 
doors, / walked through. So it docs not 
by any means follow from the success of 
this novel (which is not about you, any- 
how) that an autobiography with your 
name on it would stand the populace on 
its head, too. 
ven if Luddy’s true story were of 
some conceivable interest—and you can't 
prove it by my novel, which is about а 
man far removed from you and infi 
nitely more interesting than you—it 
would still have to be written beauli 
fully to bring it into. competition with 
my work, and you're а man who has 
never composed so much as a laundry 
list. Even with the labors of the hundred 
hacks you've no doubt hired to ghost 
this epic, it won't be done with the pol- 
ish and clan that characterize my work 

I repeat: You don't know what you're 
talking about when you claim it was the 
"shadow of Anson Luddy" over my "in- 
sipid piece of crap" that commended it 
to the reading public. Leave aside the 
fact that your shadow cannot be made 
out over a single one of my words. Let's 
see what the magnificent Luddy shadow 
docs for this hack-produced "autobiogr 
phy” of yours. It will only hide the pale 
verminous excuse for a book from view, 
I assure you. 


Anyhow, its now clear what you've 
been up to from the beginning. The 


only reason you're going ahead with this 
fake trial is that you badly need a pub- 
licity stam to stir up interest in your 
own forthcoming book! Don't you see 
how you're exposing yourself with this 
shoddy procedure? If you're so damned 
sure your name is magic, why do you 
need а suit against me to promote your 

emoirs? In going ahead with the court 
action, aren't you in effect. admit 
that your name alone won't sell a book 
and you have to drag in another mame, 
that of the author of a history-mak 
best seller? 

In any case, it was а scurvy trick to re 
lease to the newspapers photostatic те 
productions of the pages of that book I 
annotated marginally, with the swinish 


Only Mr. Weber 
filters pipes with 
activated charcoal 


Inside the stem 
you see the 
filter cartridge, 
filled with 
activated charcoal 
granules. 
The smoke ® tastes 
smoother, noticeably 
fresher. Mr. Weber 
ё gives you a box 
of ten filters 
free with his 


Fileersmoke Pipe for $5. 
Extra filters, ten for 35e. 


Weber Briars, Inc, 140 Cator Ave., Jersey City, N. J TE 
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“Look for the on the webbing” 


AN INNER WASTBAN BF MULTI-FLEX ELASTIC. 
SLUMS... TRIMS ES YOU 


5 THE FREEDOM ANB SUPPERT Yi 


WE DID IT! 
(Found a way to make Securoslax even better than before!) 


The preference of Playboys everywhere, Securoslax 

are now even more comfortable—better looking than " 

ever before. If one improvement was needed to oO 

achieve absolute perfection in these already faultless 

trousers, we found it in Recoil Stretch (55% Fortrel* Of A 

45% worsted). Don’t take our word for TRY 'ЕМ = LACKS 

ON AND SEE. You'll find they really do put a new SILVER MFG. CO., INC. 179 
look in your life. Write for nearest men's store. 330 S. Franklin, Chicago 
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claim that “Silk stands condemned by 
his own hand." I must say that yo 
cting in a most pec anin 
way. Is there no blow too low for you to 
resort to in your self-promotion? 

Come to your senses, Luddy. Once T 
demonstrate in court that Andor Mustie 
is not you, and that you are merely 
trying to muscle into my act for vulgar 
publicity purposes, you'll be the globe's 
foremost Jaughingstock. 

Alter all that’s happened, after all 
your ranting, maniacal statements to the 
press, I find it utterly incomprehensible 
that your agents should have made an 
otf-the-record offer to my agents to buy 
the movie rights to my book for $50,000. 
Are you completely out of your mind 
Obviously there's а big movie in this 
property, now that it’s sold close to 180,- 
000 copies. And just as obviously, the 


movie rights would be a giveaway at 
5200.000. But let's uss your 
laughable offer, 1 would not sell this 


s, after 


book to you for a million dolla 
the maniacal way you ha 
maligned me. 


Sincerely, 
Silk 


You can't possibly meet my “fantastic 

price because you have no intention of 
* book? 
You just want to keep my book off the 


180 Hollywood market to avoid possible 


TINE SBE ~ 
Tc e 
competition with the movie you'll be 
making of your book? 

You people must take me for the rube 
of the century. Let me point out that 
you'll never get even a Donald Duck 
short subject out of you i 
let alone a feature-length movic. There's 
simply no story in your drab Мс. If you 
want to make a movie about а swinis 
Hollywood star, you'll have to base it on 
my book, whose hero, though he's not 
you, does bear some superficial resem- 
blance to you and. thanks to your wily 
efforts, has now been established in the 
public mind as you. So don’t try to steal 
my extremely valuable property for 
peanuts with this sleazy, hypocritical 
logic. 

As for your nasty innuendoes 10 the 
effect that there couldn't be any other 
Hollywood interest in my book, I won't 
even deign to answer. If there couldn't 
be other interest, why are you so anxious 
to get the book off the marke? You 
know damn well that the most spectac- 
ular best seller of our generation is 
bound to be bought for the movies 
sooner or later, and at a really im- 
pressive price, even though it is about 
Hollywood. 

In any case, your “final” offer of $75,- 
000 is an insult. I might be persuaded, in 
the interests of a quick sale, to come 
down to $175,000, but that's my bottom 
figure, and at that it’s crifice. 

We're so far apart on price that I sce 
no alternative but to go to court as 
scheduled and mop the floor with you, 


which wil 
satisfaction. 


give me great and lasu 


Sincerely, 
Jonathan Silk 
BEVERLY HILLS HOTEL. 
JANUARY 
ANSON 
ASTONISHED BY YOUR DISGRACEFUL 
TESTIMONY IN COURT TODAY. 1 HAPPEN TO 
KNOW PERSONALLY 47 ACTORS BLACK-LISTED 
BY "RED CHANNELS" AND 93 WHO GET 
HIGH ON BIPHETAMINE AND 19 WHO 
WEAR TOUPEES AND П WHO BLOW THEIR 
NOSES IN NAPKINS AND AT LEAST 7 
CLEAN THEIR FARS IN PUBIC WITH ONE 
MAKESHIFT INSTRUMENT OR ANOTHER AND 
I MEAN TO NAME ALL OF THEM IF 1 AM 
CALLED TO WITNESS STAND. 


мно 


WILL STREW 


YOUR PULVERIZED REMAINS OVER THE 
COURTROOM, PAL. FURTHERMORE IF YOU 
PURSUE THIS WITCH HUNT I WILL HAVE 


NO ALTERNATIVE IN KE 12-YEAR-OLD MOP- 
PET ANDOR MLSTIE. MOLESTS BUT TO GIVE 


DETAILS ABOUT OCCASION WHEN WE WERE 
SHOOTING “CHARLEMAGNE” ON PACOIMA 
RANGH AND YOU DISAPPEARED FOR OVER 
AN HOUR RAVINE WITH PIG-TAILED, 
DAU OF WARDROBE MISTRESS, SAID 
DAUGHTER BEING AT THE TIME, IF 


MEMORY SERVES, ACE 11. THAT MIGHT 
ESTABLISH ANDOR MUSTIE Is YOU BUT IT 
WOULD ALSO HAVE SALUTORY EFFECT OF 
BRANDING YOU FOREVERMORE AS CANCER- 
OUS MONSTER. INCIDENTALLY, YOUR JUST- 
PUB 0 AUTOBIOGRAPHY 15 ABOMINABL 
JUNK AND PACK OF LIES TO BOOT, SINCE IT 
CONTAINS NO REFERENCE TO ABOVE- 
MENTIONED 1-YEAR-OLD PIGTAILED LASS 
FOR YOUR INFORMATION MY NENT BOOK 
BEING DEDICATED TO NATHANAEL WEST AND 
OUR KID NOW NAMED JONATHAN JUNIOR. 
MY THOUGHT FROM BEGINNING WAS 
THAT NO REDBLOODED BOY SHOULD BE 
OBLIGED то со THROUGH LIFE NAME 
ANSON. YOU DON'T 
CHANCE OF WINNING T 
THE SAME TO AVOID 
VENIENCE AND GET BACK TO LAKRABOS 
WILL RELUCTANTLY CONSIDER YOUR AT- 
TORNEYS SLY PROPOSAL TO WITHDRAW 
SUIT IF WE COME 10 TERMS ON MOVIE 
RIGHTS FOR MY BOOK. YOUR NEW OFFER 
OF $140,000 AN OUTRAGE AND AN AFFRONT 
AND MEANS CLEAR LOSS TO ME OF AT LEAST 
$100,000 BUT AM EXTREMELY ANXIOUS TO 
GET BACK TO WORK AND A BEST-SELLING 
AUTHOR'S TIME 15 TOO PRECIOUS TO | 
WASTED IN SANTA MONICA COURTROOMS SO 
HAVE INSTRUCTED MY ATTORNEYS TO AC- 
CEPI YOUR BESTIAL TERMS. KINDLY HAV 
YOUR AGENTS MEET WITH MY AGENTS TO 
WORK OUT DETAILS. INCIDENTALLY, RE. 
MARKS IN YOUR BOOK ABOUT ME HAV 
HYENA RING BUT AM GOING TO BE LARGE- 
HEARTED ABOUT THIS, 15 THERE ANYTHING 
1 CAN DO TO HELP THIS IL ATE OPUS 
ALONG? JUST LET ME KNOW. YOURS FOR 
MOVIES THAT ARE BIGGER AND BETTER 
THAN EVER. 


ixi 


STAND FORMOSAN'S 
ALL 


18 CASE BUT 
FURTHER IN 


JONATHAN 


Why do people with $13,000 to spend, know that a handbuilt 
Aston Martin is worth every penny of it? 


HE DAY, the most exciting day of 
Т. ‘our life, that you take the wheel 
of the most satisfying-to-own motor car 
in the world, is also the culmination of a 
story that had its beginning at the Aston 
Martin plant in the township of Newport 
Pagnell, amongst the green swards of 
Buckinghamshire, England. 


A LABOUR OF LOVE 

"Twice a day, at the David Brown Aston 
Martin plant, a legend begins to come to 
Jife. Twice a day Joe Unwin, Cliff Petts, 
Jim Wilds, Tom Williamson, Walter Payne 
and his son, Bert, start work on a work of 
art, an Aston Martin DBs. These men 
care. They are only six of the hand-picked 
craftsmen who believe in what they're do- 
ing. They know they are creating one of 
the finest quality cars in the world today. 
By hand. This is what makes the Aston 
Martin the most worth-every-penny-of-it 
car of all, to look at, to drive. 

rs. Bert Brooks and Bill Daniels 
hand-constructed, hand-shaped the mag- 
nesium aluminium alloy panels of your car 


ASTON MARTIN LAGONDA INC. J. S, INSKIP INC., 304 E 64TH ST., NEW YORK 21, М.Ү, U.S.A, IRITISH MOTOR CAR DISTRIBUTORS LTD., 
PETER SATORE CO. LTD., 325 W. COLORADO BLVD., PASADENA, CAL. 
ASTON MARTIN LAGONDA LIMITED. A SUBSIDIARY OF THE DAVID BROWN CORPORATION LIMITED, NEWPORT 


VAN NESS AVE., SAN FRANCISCO, CAL., U.S. 


using ‘flippers’ and planishing hammers. 
Quaint? Perhaps. Painstaking? Definitely, 
like the twenty-two coats of paint (count 
them) in any colour you like, every other 
coat hand-rubbed down ‘wet’ to give ita 
glow, a luminous sheen that you can see 
deep downinto: zzcoatsof paintdeepdown, 

‘The 4-litre engine із a pedigree world 
championship engine that made history 
on the race tracks of Europe (282 brake 
horsepower at 5,500 r.p.m.). This is Frank 
Hughff’s department. Mr. Hughff has 
been assembling Aston Martin engines for 
16 years. He assembled yours. Who do 
you know in Detroit? 


WHO SAID THEY DON'T BUILD 

CARS LIKE THEY USED TO? 

Each day, for 98 days, another part of your 
Aston Martin was fitted, by a specialist, 
by hand. Every part’s important; from 
the special diaphragm clutch to the 
conditioning; the AC alternator (instead 
of a dynamo) to the finger-tip operation 
electric windows. Performance? Matchless 
-zero to 120 m.p.h. and back in 23 seconds 


CNEL 


—with safety first and last; power-assisted 
twin servo disc brakes, and the steel plat- 
form chassis kecps the centre of gravity 
way down, Gran Turismo fashion. 
Danger? Yes. Your wife may drive your 
DBs—and never let you have it back. 
You can enjoy your Aston Martin with § 
speed stick shift or fully automatic trans- 
mission, Parts? Stocked by many US. 
Distributors supported by the U.S. sub- 
sidiary Aston Martin Lagonda Inc., Penn. 


START THE MOTOR 
Silence? Yes, inside. Outside, the unmis- 
n deep note of the twin ex- 
hausts tells you this car is a thoroughbred. 
Luxuriate. Settle back into your seat (in- 
finitely adjustable). Comfortable? You 
know it’supholstered in finestqualitycoach 
hide from the tanneries of Lancashire. 
The carpet is famous English Wilton, 
deep piled, hand-fitted throughout—that’s 
your Aston Martin DBs all over. 

Yes. When you change dozen into fourth 
at 100 m.p-h. you know, instinctively, this 
is how driving ought to be. 


T 


CABLES ASTOMARTIA NEWPORT PAGNELL. 
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RAINBOWS (continued from page 94) 


and the Minnesota border were eight 
and a half miles of stocked water. I re- 
marked to the dog who rode with me: 

“There ought to be some kind of ac 
up there 
Then I drove into town and took the 
customary first step in fishing unfamiliar 
I stopped at the only tavern, 
п and ordered а beer. Occasionally 
this produces information about local 
conditions, or favored baits, but all I 
learned. that day was that the hatchery 
truck hadn't been seen for three weeks 
The farmer who i 
as if he were speaking of an umeliable 
food-delivery service. 

In the next half hour I drove slowly, 
up to the Minnesota. border and bac 
observing what I could of the water. 
Perhaps six of the eight miles had. pas- 
ture on one or both sides, but there were 
two stretches of about a mile cach that 
vere wooded. The bed seemed to be cut 
through limestone; there were some 
pretty pools and rapids, if no falls; and 
es I saw, from a di 
fish rising, though it was impossible to 
say whether they were trout or creck 
cubs, A little more th back 
on my return trip. I 
portly man of middle age in waders who 
used his fly rod quite adepty, working а 
nice-looking pool which, though it was 
in pastureland, was shaded by a big wil- 
low tree. I stopped the car, watched him 
lish for a moment, got out, told the dog 
to stay and walked over. 

"Doing any good?" I asked, that being 
the Midwestern translation of the East- 
ern phrase any luck? 

“Not much," he said, a correct answer 
regardless of how well or badly things 
are going. 
itch any at all?” 

The correct answer to that, as I could 
tell by glancing at the bulges in his fab- 
ric creel, would be a couple of little 
ones, followed, if one warms toward the 
stranger, by whatever additional infor- 
ion is accurate (I did get one nice 
rainbow, or they're feeding in the cur- 
rent). He chose, to my mild surprise, the 
lic direct: "Haven't caught a one. 

It seemed pretty bad form to me, but 
t least I knew now what information to 
ask for and how to use it. “Where do 
you generally catch them in this creck? 

“Downstream,” he said. "Tow 
Brinkley." 

I thanked him, went back to my car, 
turned around and headed upstream. 

About le up from where I'd 
talked to him, the creck swung close to 
the road. There was а gate there, open- 
ing into pasture, with a little sign on it 
saying PLEASE cLose, which seemed to im 
ply that it was expected people would 
open it. There was a long, deep, rather 


182 slow pool there, and a hundred yards 


above it the woods started. T drove in, 
closed the gate and drove down through 
the turc to a little clump of trecs 
where 1 stopped the car and set my tent 
up, 40 fect or so from the water. Cows 
were grazing across from me; the dog 
needed water. I gave it to him in a bowl, 
t0 keep him away from what I hoped 
were carefree, unsuspicious trout, put 
my two-piece rod together and strung it 
up. At the tip of the new leader, I tied 
on a royal coachman—I always tic on a 
royal coachman, possibly because it's the 
only dry fly whose name T knew before 1 
started trout fishing. It’s a pretty little 
thing, with a red body and white wings, 
Tve caught more fish on royal 
coachmen than on any other pattern, it 
could be only because 1 fish so often 
with it. 

I walked to the nearest part of the 
stream, keeping the dog behind me (he 
a Weimaraner, with occasional obedi. 
nt streaks), and found myself standing 
on a spit of sand and pebbles. The 
stream was about 20 feet across here, 
running very shallow at my feet, but 
with a suong enough current opposite 
to have undercut the bank few tree 
roots were exposed through the under- 
cutting, and among them a trout might 
well be hidden. I made my first cast, if 
tossing а trout fly that brief а distance 
may be called a cast, and landed four 
feet out from the bank against which I'd 
meant to land, for an error of about 20 
percent. Still, the fly was floating nicely, 
so I let it go. I got the range better on 
subsequent casts, which comforted me a 
itle, though 1 theorize that it’s the 
that counts—the one that lands before 
the fish has any reason to suppose he's 
being fished for. I cast four or five times, 
covering most of the water that looked 
good to me, before the dog decided to 
nto the str nd cool off, I said 


jump 
cross things to him, but not very vehe- 
mently—I was already pretty well con- 
vinced there'd be no action from the 
undercut bank and I started upstream. 


"There was some shallow, fast water next. 
which hardly looked as if it would har- 
bor a trout, but since such places some- 
times do, I tossed up into it. It would be 
splendid to report that a 20-inch brown 
trout swirled from behind a rock, leaped 
three feet into the air hooking himself 
on my coachman, and that, as it is put in 
the sporting magazines, the fight was on: 
but no such thing happened. The fly 
bobbed back toward me, got wet, sub- 
merged and snagged on a rock; therc 
being virtually no fight in rocks, I waded 
in and detached the hook by hand. My 
purpose, by the way, in citing such 
examples of my misadventurous inept- 
ness with fishing tackle, is not to pro- 
duce moments of traditional sporting 
farce to decorate my explanations; you 
are welcome to smile, of course, if it's 


your kind of comedy, but my purpose is 
to establish how low in caliber a trout 
fisherman might be and still expect to 
land them at will on dry flies by learn- 
ing my secret. 

Above the little stretch of rapids, and 
feeding current to it, was a marvelous- 
looking place. The stream narrowed to 
ten feet, and deepened enough so that 
the water looked green in the deepest 
part. The green water flowed on both 
sides of a 45-degrce angle in the stream 
course and at the point of the angle w 
a big old tree stump. There had to be a 
wout down there; I watched for a mo- 
ment or two to see if one might be ri 
ing. When none did, I caught myself 
looking around on the ground for likely 
stones or rocks to be overturned in a 
hunt for worms. I reminded myself that 
I'd been fishing only ten minutes. Wet 
Hell, I never catch anything on a 
wet Пу. Nymph! Well, yeah, but, see, 
the current’s pretty fast and it wouldn't 
ly look natural to sce a nymph mov- 
ing against it. I opened my tackle box, 
ng up s ht dollars! worth of 
wet flies and nymph flies, and dubiously 
took out Con Carter's favorite lure, a 
thing on which he has c; 
trout, he says, thar he feels the same re- 
luctance toward it that J feel toward 
worms. 

No fishing book would ever endorse 
this thing, for it is an object so gaudy. so 
artificial, that it makes the longest. 
brightest peacock sword sucamer Пу 
look natura l; nor can I 
trout tak 
a flathsh, a miniature ve 
used quite ext 


sion of a plug 
ively on casting rods 
Con is extremely par 
ular about his flatfish; the only model 
that will do is the F4 size (not ev 
smallest available), and it must be yel- 
low with red spots, though there are one 
or two streams, he says, in North Caroli- 
na where black with red spots will work. 
The F4 is a little under two inches long, 
slightly curved, and flattened at the 
front, so that when it is in tension 
against the pressure of water at the end 
of a line, it wobbles busily, as no min- 
now, frog or salamander ever could. In 
shallow water, Con fishes a fla 
it comes from the bo: bout eight 
feet of level leader; in deeper water, he 
weights the leader about four inches 
above the flatfish with a single split shot. 
Jt was thus that I now rigged mine. 
Con can land a flatfish in the birdbath 
in my yard from 30 yards away; I doubt 
that T could rely on making it first try 
into a bathtub from 10, though I com- 
fort myself that a fly line is designed to 
float bits of feather through the air, not 
to handle things that exceed its own 
weight. I walked above the stump and 
did what I alw do with a heavy lure, 
dropped nto the water and let the 
current carry it down to where I wanted 
it. Then I took up the slack and started 
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to inch the flatfish back toward me, and 
I have no idea what I may have been 


it ncarly to the surface. There 
was a brief gleam, about four fcet down, 
and that was all. Apparently my agi 
tion, which was partly annoyance with 
myself for inattention and partly excite- 
ment that there was a wout down there, 
was communicable, because the dog bi 
gan to bark. I got him quieted, and re- 
peated my flatfish maneuver. I did it, ij 
fact, again and again. I told myself fin 
ly that I would пу 5 more times, and 
tried 15. Then I snatched the lure off, 
turned over 20 rocks, finally found a 
worm, tied hook and worm to leader 
and drifted that through, tensed for a 
strike. It didn't come. When I had done 
it often enough to drown the worm, 1 
looked through my tackle box, sighed, 
decided there was nothing there that 
could tempt the fish out again, Con says 
he thinks trout strike a flathsh out of an- 
ger, and 1 saw nothing there that looked 
like it would make a trout mad. OK. He 
w me. I just happen to know the way 
10 get to him when he calms down; let's 
go on. 

The dog got up and trotted out in 
front of me; ! called him back. He has 
an excellent eye for trouty-looking 
places, and a strong liking for swimming 
in them just before I get there. Not that 
the next place should have been one—it 


40 yards Ion; ther, through w 
the water moved quite slowly. According 
to the trout books, it might have wo 
fish, one feeding near the tail where the 
current picks up, the other feeding at 
the head where the current. enters, be- 


fore it slows down. The beaten-down 
grass on the banks, and the fact that the 
pool swung in near the road, read very 
ifferently: This was a most popular and 
productive fishing place, being a natural 
one for the hatchery truck to discharge 
fish, since the driver would be spared 
from walking. In Iowa today there may 
be 50 or more trout in pools like that. 
I found another worm, hooked it on 
nd let it drift in, sink and setle— 
worms found at a stream are best; look 
like what the fish see daily; should be 
presented. as if they had fallen naturally 
into the water; and are carried along 
without drag by the current. 1 watched 
my fly line. A fly line floats. Only the 
long leader gocs under, making the line 
itself serve as that piece of equipment 
no trout fisherman would sanction—a 
bobber 

I waited about five minutes, then the 
line jerked; but I knew from the way it 
moved that it was the wrong fish down 
there. There are three sorts of indication 
one's line may make in our streams: If it 
has been stopped, but makes no further 
nt, it is a sucker (unl, 
snag). If it dances rapidly, in a series of 
short, nervous movements, travels around. 
in random directions, it is a creek 
chub. If it moves slowly, stops, moves 
ош again determinedly, then a trout has 
taken the worm in his mouth and is 
swimming into the current in order to 
swallow it. When one has this last, sur- 
ly deliberate kind of movement, 
1 not to strike too soon. 
big pool at Westerly Creck it 
the second kind of movement, the 
chub kind. Still 1 was careful, first be- 
cause what I take to be the beginning of 


"He's probably the finest grass-roots 
campaigner in the country today.” 


fulfillment of fisherman's passion is in 
that instant when one knows that some- 
thing, something alive and unknown, is 
lured; and next because there is, now 
and then, a trout that bites like a chub. 
So not unul the linc pulled tight did I 
strike, but it was neither trout nor chub. 
As a matter of fact, it was a crayfish this 
time, and so was the nest thing I caught 
before, working the worm into the cur- 
rent at the head of the pool, 1 hooked a 
considerable fish—a big chub, 12 or 13 
inches long with thorns growing out of 
nose, a kind that is called a. horny- 
head. 

1 decided to give up the big pool and 
get on upstream, into the woods, and 
just then noticed that the dog was gone. 
I looked anxiously toward the cattle, 
though he's pretty good about not chas- 
ing them, saw the dog lying in the shade 
of a bush with his tongue out, and saw 
next that someone was fishing behind 
me, casting now toward the undercut 
bank where I had ied. 

My first impulse was to slip on up the 
creck, calling quietly to the dog to fol- 
low so the stranger wouldn't get ahead 
of me; my next impulse was to call the 
dog very loudly and angrily, for just at 


the place he had jumped into the water 


when we started fish I saw the dis- 
tant man lifting out a fish: my third 
impulse I followed—it was to walk back 
down the creck, for, though the fisher- 
man was too far away for me to recog- 
nize, there was a fi т car di 
beside mine. It was Con Carter's. He had 
said he might come up, after some early 
afternoon duties, and since he drives fast. 
he'd arrived very shortly after me. 

We met by the stump where I had had 
my strike, and I said: 

“What'd you get do 
ak? Nice big chub: 
"Trout," Con said. “Or he'd have got- 
ten to be one if I'd left him there to 
grow.” And he showed me, in his creel, a 
ten-inch rainbow. 

What'd you take him on?" I asked, 
foresecing the à 

“Yellow [latfish, 
cally. 

I pointed to the stump and said a 
trout—or probable trour—had brushed 
my flatfish once but wouldn't come out 
again 
What else did you wy?” 
bout everything,” 1 lied. Trout 
fishing really is bad for my character. 
uperduper?" 

"Don't have one." 

А superduper is a flat, shiny piece of 
metal bent almost double, with its oute: 
surface laquered gold and its inner sur- 
face red. Con offered me onc, which I 
declined. 

“Td like to sce you use it,” I said. 

Con flipped the thing in, landing it 
exactly above where I'd seen the trout 
flash; whether he chose the spot by in- 
tuition, calculation or accident I don't 


n there by the 


wer. 
said Con apologe 
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to the pipe that makes 
smoking a pleasure 


FALCON 


Enjoy smoking without worry. Falcon's pat- 
ented tar-trap condenses all moisture and tars 
before the smote reaches the air-cooled stem 
You get a cool, dry smoke .. all the pleasure 
of fine briar and tobacco, Your dealer has a 
Wide choice of Falcons at $3.85 and $4.95. 
Extra interchangeable bowls from $1.75. 
FREE—Pipe Smokers Handbook with helpful 
tips on pipe care. Write А 
is today, 
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eration. 


postpaid. Your check is returned 
cannot be traced. School, Ship, Regimental 
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duced. Write Britain direct. Dept. PB. 
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know. The superduper danced and glit- 
tered in a tantalizing way, but nothing 
showed. 

“Ics a good lure for big trout,” Con 
said. “It may scare olf the little on 

“1 don't know what size he is,” I said, 
akily pleased that my trout wasn't 
being caught. 

“Think ТИ go to a spinner and fly." 
He removed the superduper, and at 
tached in its place a tiny gold spinner on 
a flexible shaft. To the spinner he cou- 
pled a brownand-green, iridescent, 
heavy-bodied wet fly, somewhat larger 
than anything 1 had: it was on about a 
numbersix hook. Con guessed it might 
look like a caterpillar, and that the spin- 
ner might be taken for a minnow trying 
to make off with it. He drifted this con- 
trivance in under the stump, and began 
to twitch it back upstream toward us. 

here he is,” he said suddenly. 
He hit it?” 


No, looked at it. Didn't you sec 
nz 

I hadn't 

“We'll get him now," Con said, casting 


again and teasing his lure around the 
stump. It took tree more casts, and a 
change of flies (brown and tan, longer 
and lighter bodied than the fist, with a 
Ш red tail feather): the fish struck die 
new fly first time past. Con hooked it, 
played it, and was moving it toward 
where we stood when the dog hit the 
water, taking the flopping object for 
something to retrieve. The wout was 
gone, off the line and back under his 
stump by the time 1 got the dog called 
out. 1 was furious, but Con took it pretty 
calmly. 

‘Another ten-inch rainbow,” 
"There anything up in that bi 
poo! 

“I don't know,” I said. “Nothing Ic 
catch, anyway. There's some pretty water 
up above it. 

“I drove across French Creek about 
twenty miles before I got here,” Con 
said. “It’s faster and clearer and has 
more cover, and а man told me it was 
stocked day before yesterday—might be 
some good fish there.” 

"EM take the ten-inchers if I can get 
them,” I said, for there is one respect ir 
which 1 am an atypical fisherman: 1 have 
no exclusive yearning to catch large fish. 
‘The smaller ones arc, by common con- 
sent, the best to cat. Con, who has a si 
pound brook trout mounted on his wall 
at home, was persuaded there might be 
something like it back at French Creck, 
and decided to return there, I said, 
ing secn two acceptable trout come out 
of Westerly (or one come out, and one 
snagged on a dog), that 1 thought I'd 
stay. With that we parted; I checked 
with him the following day, though, and 
found he'd caught a I mong 
them a splendid brown, 18 inches lor 
which he judged from its condition must 
have been in the creck for several years. 


he said. 
looking 
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I wished I'd gone down there with him. 
Not that 1 failed to catch trout. By the 
time Con left, there were two lies sit- 
ting on the bank of the big pool, still 
fishing with night crawlers, bobbers 
and weighted lines. I called the dog. 
went past them and on up Westerly. 1 
fished hard u afrernoon. Tried Con's 
Iyandspinner method for a time, but I 
didn't seem able to control it as he had. 
nd nothing struck. 1 came, up in the 
woods, to a place where I saw trout —two 
t leasi—7rising and splashing in the cur 
rent at the head of a small pool, feeding 
on insects and I threw five or six 
different dry-fly patterns up their way 
without doing anything but aluming 
them, for after the first [ew casts they be 
acting to the sight of the line in 

Come on, come on, catch. one. 
They're feeding on flies, right? You 
don’t know what kind, right? OK, get 
one on a worm, open his st 
1 color insects are in it. Right 
stone 1 turned. over had 
three worms under it. 1 put one on a 
very small hook, moved up above where 
the fish had been feeding and lowered 
the worm into the current, and as it 
reached the place where water spilled 
into the pool, saw one of the fish coming 


YOU BET! P aL cee eck laa Е 

IT’S GUARANTEED shape, the bullet head, the cruel inten- 
tion of a predator—in the instant when 

TO STAY UP trout strikes, 1 sometimes think of tigers. 


Thad him, joyfully, even with some skill 
as I set the hook, gave him a little line 

In casual, dress and sports styles. 
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adh, and 


to dash away with, tumed him toward 
me then so that he swam almost into my 
boot, a nice brown. 1 cleaned him, put 
into my creel, and laid out 
js stomach on а rock. There was noth- 
ing in it except some decomposed black- 
ish material, amd one undecipherable 
insect leg: 1 had already tried my black 
flies, but Tm not sure I'd have gone back 
10 flies really. I was quite happy with the 
way I'd caught him; I got his companion 
on the same worm, 

The dog and I went on through the 
woods, cool and pleased; when I have 
the first fish or two, 1 become calmer and. 
I fish more skillfully. I missed a trout, 
back on the Hy and spinner again. 1 
found wort ht a rain- 
bow so small that I was certain he'd 
been spawned in Westerly—no morc 
than four inches; he hadn't been hooked 
badly and I returned him to the creek. 
ar from the road, we came out of the 
woods into an overgrown pasture where 
the stream divided. In the smaller of the 
branches, water cress was grow 
picked some to put in the cr 
fish, to keep them moist. To the stems of 
the cress were clinging little black fresh 
water snails, a favorite food of brook 
trout; the arm of the stream in which it 
grew was six or сїрїп fect wide, and ran 
straight, about uve feet deep for forty 
yards or so. The cress grew on both 
sides, leaving about а three-foot channel 
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in the center. It seemed to me I knew 
what Con would advise. I shortened the 
Jine until there was no more than three 
feet of leader dangling from the end of 
my rod. put about a third of a worm on 
the hook, and went quiedy up the 
stream а litle. Then I lowered the bait 
into the rapid water, and followed it 
along, walking; and five steps from 
where I started a brookic dashed out, 
hooked himself. and I used the impetus 
of his rush to flip him out of the water 
If he'd got back into the cress, it would 
have made a hopeless tange. It was 
splendid lost two or three, 
hooked another: its stomach. was full of 
sails. 

Evening was coming, and 1 had four 
it. Td caught them all on worms, but 
1 felt I'd done it properly: I started back 
down the creek, pretty satished. When I 
reached the big pool, the two ladies were 
picking up their stools and clearing the 
night crawlers off their hooks. I watched 
indulgently: a night crawler is a huge 
wonm, seven or eight inches long and 
big around as your little finger, They 
fine for carp and catfish, but I was 
amused at the idea of anyone's fishing 
for trout. with them. I asked. the ladies 
how they'd done 

“I don't believe they've stocked this 

k lately," one said. 
We just got four,” said the other, and 
showed them to me on a stringer, three 
"bows and a brown and all bigger 
than the largest fish 1 had. 

“We got eleven last ©: 
ing,” the first lady said. 


there; I 


re 


cr 


(day morn- 


back again at the stump, dis 
as the ladies drove away, 
bout the trout I knew was un- 


der there. He might have recovered by 
now from his fright and his sore mouth. 
Since he was away from the pool, it ar- 
gued that he'd been in the stream for a 
while, though, and ought by now t0 be 
wise. P considered worms, worm and 
spinner, Пу and spinner, flatlish, but T 
had known all afternoon how 1 was 
t0 catch him: now that D knew the 
nightcrawler ladies had as many trout 
as 1, there was no chi 
If you have caten 
know what on eggs look like. 
pared as trout bait, they are firmer and 
less cohesive than what may be bought 
at the grocers: they are also illegal as 
bait in some Western states and unheard 
of in most Eastern ones. Actually, they 
are useless, at least in my experience, in 
Eastern states: I took a boule with me to 
Connecticut one summer and tried them 
pretty thoroughly—not a nibble. In the 
far West, wl gg are part ol 
what a river normally contains, they arc. 
I suppose, something trout feed on nat 
rally. In Iowa, dyed white or pink or 
fluorescent red, they are part of what 
trout are wained to eat (or so I am con- 
vinced) by the hundreds of salmon eggs 
thrown in by fishermen in the course of 


nee Tl reconsider 
you 


red caviar, 


a season. Now, I cannot disapprove of 
the notion of baiting a salmon egg on a 
small hook and fishing with it in a 
where a trout may be; cannot and 


don't. But I do disapprove of what I 
proceeded to do next, even though I 
ned it from an impeccable source, 4 


w Handbook of Fresh. Water Fishing 
by Lee Wulff, one of the most famous of 
modern flyfishermen. I took half a doz- 
en eggs out of the bottle and tossed 
them into the creek above the stump. 
The теце, wait- 
for the wout to find and simple 
them. When the cigarette was finished, I 
tossed in four or five more, | у 
hook with vet another and threw that in, 
too. I waited about a minute, The Пу 
line moved, pulled out straight; I flexed 
the rod and felt, for à moment, the pres- 
sure of the fish at the other end. I failed 
to hook him, but once a trout has start- 
ed feeding on salmon eggs he's not likely 
10 get discouraged. Two more free ones, 
and one with a hook in it took him. He 
actually came up off the bottom to meet 
descending egg. and 1 could watch 
б all the w ning upstream with 
it in his mouth until 1 hooked him. He 
was a pretty greedy пош. 

Nor did I really feel apologetic about 
the way I'd caught him, though I'm not 
sure why. I suppose merely that Id been 
fishing hard, tried a lot of things, and 
nted that particular fish too much. 

It was still daylight. I started gather- 
ing wood to make a little fire to cook my 
ad it was while Twas t 
nb off a fallen tree that T 
tuck drive up. stop at the 
near the big pool that Г come in by, 
and the driver get out to open the gate 
Tt was a small green pickup w 
in the body, and though Td never seen 
one before, 1 was pretty sure it came 
from a fish hatchery. The driver brought 
it on into the pasture and stopped be- 
side the creck, and 1 walked up to watch 
him. He filled a bucket with creck water, 
carried it behind the truck, and then 
reached into the big barrel with a dip 
net; he filled his bucket with fish, carried 
it to the edge of the big pool, and emp- 
tied them gently into the water. He 
back to the truck for a second load 
and, as I came up, a third. 

"How many are you putting 
asked. 


fish on. 
dry d 


ty or so.” 

We stood and watched. At first the fish 
swam around quite frantically, Then 
gan to congri the shallow 
est part of the pool and to turn, f. 
the current. 

“Tomorrow's Saturday,” 
expect most of them will be 
pan by tomorrow might. 

expect." 

“Beuer get your pole. They might 
have see g up the road, and if 
they did they'll be here right away. 

Chielly, I was irritated. It destroyed 


they bi 


ng 


he said. “Т 
the [rying 


me con 
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my sense of having accomplished some- 
thing to sce all those new fish, easy fish I 
t, ling in the same creck in 
which, with what small skill and knowl- 
edge I had, I'd fished successfully before 
they came. But finally 1 began to feel as 
children do when they see fish thick in a 
hatchery. "Couldn't we catch a coupl 
the children say; and I trotted down to 
the campsite for my rod. 

But it was curious, The fish, so newly 
in the creek, struck at first, at almost 
anything, but halfheartedly and, it 
seemed, in annoyance. The flatfish and 
the spinners would be followed, slapped 
perhaps, but not bitten at. Eventually 
one did take a spinner, but he was so 
listless as I hauled him out that I put 
him back in again. He swam back only 
far enough to join the others. When 
they had been in the creck 20 minutes, 
they stopped following the things I 
fished with. They simply lay there, 
twitching their tails occasionally, dis- 


тийш! of me but without having 
formed the idea of hiding. 
It was the following morning that I 


made my record. I knew where 50 fish 
were; it barely occurred to me that I 
might ignore them, go off along the 
stream fishing as 1 had the day before 
for the resident trout . . . through the 
woods, thinking out the problems, using 
what fishing technique I could. There 
were 50 wout in the pool! The ladies 
might be on their way this very minute. 
1 gulped coffee, jammed my rod togcth- 
er, tied on my last royal coachman, told 
the dog to stay in the car and troued to 
the pool. 

It was swirling with trout. They had 
waked up hungry, and were dashing 
about, free for the first time in their 
ives, missing breakfast for the first timc, 
too. They were leaping, pushing one an- 
other out of the way, at whatever may 


have been in the pool or on its surface 
—bits of leaves, sticks, possibly even an 
authentic bug or two. There I stood, a 
tyrant with а Пу rod, smiling at the disor- 
der and gullibility of liberation, and cast 
my fly at random onto the center of the 
pool. Three of the mob were after it in- 
stantly, and the one who won swallowed 
it so firmly there was no need to hook 
т. Out he came, a 12-іпсћ rainbow, 
d of dashing off im terror at 
thrashing, there were fish who fol- 
lowed him across the pool. 

The coachman took a second on the 
second cast. On the third, a fish struck. 
but I was slow to strike back and lost 
n. On the fomth I snagged a tree be 
id me on the backcist and lost the 
coachman. I tied on a gray Wulff fly, 
which floats very high in the water; it 
took a fish. I deliberately changed to yet 
nother pa cannot now remem- 
ber which—and it worked, too. There 
was а lull, then, during which I cast 
without answers three or four times; 
then they began to feed once more, even 
more violently than at first, and а tiny 
black gnat fly on a number20 hook 
caught a big limp brown, the biggest fish 
of the day. The final Пу 1 do not know 
the name of—it was a gaudy, machi 
tied thing in yellow, blue and red which 
J kept in my ily box only because one of 
my children bought it for me once with 
allowance money, getting it off a card of 
15-cent crappie flics in a country grocery 
store. It was sensational. A rainbow met 
at the surface and leaped clear out of 
the water, winn from the others. 
There were my six fish; they had been 
ught in less than half an hour; 1 had 
moved less than 20 feet. And you have 
the secret: Take your dry flics to the 
hole where the green truck stops, give 
the fish one night to grow confused and 


ne- 


ng 


“Gladys — is it really you?!” 


hungry, and you can make your trout- 
fishing grandfather look as slow as the 
buggy he drove to the unstocked brook 
the woods, si les from home. 

I think of two people when I remem- 
ber how gracelessly I caught those fish, 
One was an English very pleasant 
man who visited the university where I 
teach and who, when I met him, said 
he'd like to sce the countryside. I took 
him walking along the bank of the Towa 
river, our carp and catfish water, and 
found he was quite excited that we were 
free t0 carry along a fishing rod. He was 
one of those brilliant, profoundly edu- 
cated men of a recent sort in England, as 
I understand it, who have managed to 
come up from working-class origins 
through sheer intellectual. power, taking 
advantage of the scholarships and the 
entree that the postWar labor govern- 
ment opened up in that stratified coun- 
try. It was a wonder to him that we were 
allowed, any of us, to angle freely almost 
ywhere we liked. He took the rod I 
offered in his hand, and it was the first 
time he had ever held one; something 
nibbled, down in the muddy water—a 
bullhead, I imagine, which is a small 
and not very desirable sort of catíis 
His pleasure at having had а bite 
seemed so great that, though 1 couldn't 
tell him quickly enough when to set the 
hook to catch whatever it was, he was 
still strongly gratified. And when I said 
it was a shame we didn't have more 
time, we might have gone trout fishi 
he could barely believe it. 

“But those rights are terribly exclusive 
in England," he said. "Of course, if 
you're very rich, you can rent them 
sometimes." 

The second person whom I think of 
was a hipster, in outlook and vocabu- 
ry, at any rate, a young man who 
worked in advertising in New York. He 
and his wife were visiting mutual friends 
near where we summered in Connecti 
cut, and I was surprised to have him ask 
to go trout fishing with me. His equip- 
ment explained it; it was good equip- 
ment and had been given him by his 
wife's father. It was important enough 
for him to show his wife that he could 
g home trout, just as her father had, 
t he got up at the very unhip hour 
0 to do the dry-lly bit with me. 

He was tense, full of self-doubt and 
overeagerness, and when we caught the 
first trout of the morning, using a пие 
device called a Colorado spoon, his relief 
was rather touching. We caught six more 
that morning, a couple on dry flics, and 
J recall wh he said when we had 
cleaned them and laid them out on the 
bank: 


в, 


ke, dad, they've really cooled the 
trouting scene, haven't they?" 
Like, masters, they really have. 
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PLAYBOY INTERVIEW (coninucc tom pase 82) 


he gets called a “hate teacher." Loo 
here, now Chubby Checker is catching 
hell with a white woman. And I'm catch- 
ng hell for not wanting a white woman. 
The followers of Mr. Elijah Muham- 
mad, we're not trying to marry no white 
man's sisters and daughter 
trying to force our way into no white 
neighborhoods. It look like to me that 
the white people who are so agai 
grated schools and restaurants and ho- 
icls ought to be glad about what Mr. 
Muhammad is teaching his followers. 
"The only way for peace between the 
races is à separation of the races. 
PLAYBOY: Are you against the Civil Rights 
Act, then? 

CLAY: І think that the Civil Rights Act 
will lead to bloodshed. It already has. It 
won't change people's hearts. But I 
don't call it hate. 1 call it human nature. 
I don't think that white people hate col- 
ored people. You just don't never see a 
bbit eating with a lion. I think that all 
of this "integration" started backfiring 
when it put the white man on the spot. 
It ain't going to go on much further. I 
think that the black man needs to get 
together with his own kind. He nceds to 
say, "Lets don't go where we're not 
wanted." You take Sonny Liston, He was 
the champion of the world, and that’ 


s 
supposed to include America. But when 
he tried t0 buy а house in a segregated 
neighborhood in Miami, he was turned 
down, The white people don’t want 
ntegration: І don't believe in forcing it 
nd the Muslims don't either. 

PLAYBOY: Is that why you've chosen to 
live in Harlem? 

CLAY: Right. I could be living all ex- 
clusive, downtown, in some skyscraper 
hotel. I could be living right up in the 
hotel's penthouse, with my friends in 
rooms all around me. But I don't want 
none of that. I stay right in the heart of 
Harlem, in a place that a workingman 
with a good job could afford. T'm just 
sed to being around my own people. I 
ike being around my own pcople. It's 
human natwe to enjoy being 
nd your own kind. I don't want no 
trouble. I am up here in the heart of 
blacktown. I can't find. nothing wrong 
with that, but it seems to bother every- 
body else, it looks like. 1 been around 
my own people all of my life. Why 
would I want to try to leave them now? 
You have to be all the time putting on 


just 


an act when you're trying to live and 
ag around somewhere you're not 


мей, or they just put up with you for 
your money. Fm at ease living among 
my people. I'm never all tensed up; 

don't have to be a side show all the time, 
I'm around unity, rhythm and soul. Our 
people n people. I don't like to 
be around cold people. I go out every 
morning early and walk up and down in 


the streets, and I talk to winos and the 
working people and everybody. T stand 
where they go down to the subway, and 
1 say hello. I'm different from when Pat- 
terson was the champ. He wasn't any- 
where near as popular as I am—not 
among our people, anyw: 
PLAYBOY: What do you have to say 
about the fact that many Negroes, i 
cluding several Negro leaders, have said 
that they have no desire to be identified 
with a heavyweight champion who is a 
Black Muslim? 

CLAY: It’s ridiculous for Negroes to be 
attacking somebody trying to stand up 
for their own race. People are always 
telling me “wl good example I could 
set for my people" if I just wasn't a Mus- 
lim. I've heard over and over how come 
1 couldn't have been like Joc Louis and 
Ray. Well, they're gone now, 
the black man’s condition is 
We're still catching hell. 
The fact is that my being а Muslim 
moved me from the sports pages to the 
front pages. I'm a whole lot bigger man 
than I would be if I was just a champion 
prizefighter. Twenty-four hours a day 1 
get offers—to tour somewhere overseas, 
to visit colleges, to make speeches. Places 
like Harvard and Tuskegee, television 
shows, interviews, recordings. 1 get let- 
ters from all over. They are addressed to 
me in ways like “The Greatest. Boxer 
in the World, U.S.A." and they come 
straight to me wherever they're mailed 
from. People want to write books about 
me. And I ought to have stock in West- 
ern Union and cable companies, 1 get so 
many of them. I'm trying to show you 
how 1 been elevated from the nom 
stature of fighters to being a world figure, 
a leader, а statesman. 

PLAYBOY: Stat 
CLAY: Thats what I said. Listen, after I 
beat Liston, some African diplomats in- 
vited me to the United Nations. And be- 
cause I'm a Muslim, I was welcomed like 
a king on my tour of Africa and the 
Middle East. I'm the first world cham. 
pion that ever toured the world that he 
is champion of. 

PLAYBOY: Is it wue that you ince 
Nigerians during your tour, by re g 
on a promise to fight an exhibition 
match there, and by making the remark 
on departing for Egypt, that “Cair 
more important than Nigeria”? 
CLAY: It was a whole lot of confu 
going on. We had planned a week in 
Nigeria, then a week in Ghana. But 
when we got over there, somehow with 
all kinds of this and that functions call- 
ing for me, our whole schedule got 
mesed up. One Sunday I come back 
from Ghana to Nigeria to fight that ex- 
hibition. It was arranged for us to get to 
Cairo that Wednesday. Then my exhi 
tion fight date got put forward. I 


а 


it would make us disappoint the C. 
government that had bumped people off 
planes for us, things like that. So I said 
how important it was to get to Cairo on 
time. But when somebody got done 
quoting it, it wasn't told like I had said 
it. Any time you hear about me insulting 
black people, it’s a lie. Anyway, wasn't 
nobody over there mad at me because of 
my religion. Somebody told me over 
there that I got the biggest welcome ever 
given to any American 

PLAYBOY: You met both Prime Minis- 
ter Nkrumah of Ghana and Egypt's 
President Nasser on the trip. What was 
your impression of them? 

CLAY: Well, 1 looked at Prime Minister 
Nkrumah, and it come to me that he 
looked just like so many Negroes in 
America—except there he was, the head 
of a country. And President Nasser, one 
of the six most powerful men in thc 
world, he welcomed me as a Black Mus 
lim, just as friendly as if he had been 
ng me all my life. 

PLAYBOY: Apart from influential friends, 
what do you feel you got out of the trip? 


and that Afri 
s stolen from, has all 
And it is the rich- 
carth. Everybody 


nds of rich histor 
est continent on 
knows that the 
found was fou And 
let me tell you something—it wasn't just 
seeing the new buildings and cars and 
stuff; it’s what you feel in Africa. Black 
people that's free and proud—they don't 
feel like that over here. E never have felt 
it here except among my Muslim broth- 
ers and sisters. 

PLAYBOY: Your Muslim activities will 
soon have to be interrupted long enough 
to defend your title against Sonny Lis- 
ton in your upcoming rematch. Now that 
familiar with your strategy and 
skills, do you think he'll be a tougher 
opponent? 

CLAY: I know one thing: He would 
have to think he could put up a Ьсисг 
fight th he the last time. Liston 
has been through quite a bit. 
PLAYBOY: Do you think he'll put up a 
better fight? 

CLAY: Maybe, but I'll have the edge 
again. Liston will be fighting a come- 
back. "nei Il be in the position of 
to prove he can beat me. So h 
in that ring scared he's going to lose. A 
lot of people still refuse to accept it, but 
Liston knows he was whipped by a better 
boxer. Another thing, don’t never forget 
that boxing is for young men. How old 
is Liston? 

PLAYBOY: According to published reports, 
around thirty-two. 

CLAY; Well, I hear he's pushing forty. 
He ain't physically capable of forcing a 
body that old through four and a half 


"Wow! ...Ifmy wife 
back in Council Bluffs could see me now!!” 
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months of the strong training a fighter 
would need to mect a young, strong 
fighter like me. 

PLAYBOY: Doug Jones has been touted as 
another possible contender for your title. 
What's your appraisal of him? 

CLAY: He's a good, strong man, a good 
boxer. He's fast, and he's got determina 
Чоп. He's the possible champ after 1 
quit. 

PLAYBOY: How about Patterson? Do you 
think he has a chance to regain his tide 
a second time? 

CLAY: Patterson! Don't make me laugh. 
1 heavyweight, and he was 
nything but a blown-up light- 
тауу. Hé could never take my punches. 


take him out whenever I got ready. And 
he knows it Thats why he alw: 
ducked me when he was champ. He 
no fool. You know, at the Olymp 
in Rome, | told Patterson, “Two, three 
years from now, I'm going to take your 
tile.” He said, “You're a good kid, keep 
trying, kid." Well, 1 yon he has 


bet 


since thought that over many a day. 
PLAYBOY: If hc knows he couldn't beat 
you, how do you explain his recent cam- 
paign to meet you il 
CLAY: Only reason he's decided to come 
out of his shell now is to uy and 
make himself а big hero to the white 
man by saving the heavyweight title 
from being held by a Muslim. I wish you 
would print for Patterson to read that if 
he ever convinces my managers to let 
him in the same ring with me, it's going 
to be the first time 1 ever trained to de- 
velop in myself a brutal killer instinct. 
Tve never felt that way about nobody 
else. Fighting is j 

me. But Patterson 1 would want to beat 
to the floor for the way he rushed ont of 
hiding after his last whipping, announc- 
ing that he wanted to fight me because 
no Muslim deserved to be the ch. 
never had no concern about his 


the Catholic religion. But he was going 
to jump up to fight me to be the white 
man’s champion. And T don't know по 


sadder example of nobody making a big- 


“Not bad, as hallucinogenic mushrooms go.” 


ger fool of himself. 1 don't think three 
more weeks had passed before it was in 


the papers about him trying to sell his 
hig, fine home in a so-called “integrated” 
neighborhood because his white neigh- 


bors wouldn't speak to his family, and 
white children were calling his children 
and a white man next door 
even had put up a fence to keep from 
having to even see Patterson. 1 ain't nev- 
er read nothing no more pitiful than 
how Patterson told the newspapers, “I 
tried to integrate—it just didn't work.” 
It’s like when he was the champion, the 
only time he would be caught in Harlem 
was when he was in the back of a car, 
n some parade. The big shot 
didn't have no time for his own kind, 
he was so busy "integrating." And now 
he wants to fight me because I stick 
up for black people. ГЇЇ tell him again, 
he sure better think five or six times be- 
fore he gets into any ring with me. 
PLAYBOY: there any other active 
heavyweights, apart from Doug Jones, 
whom you rate as title contenders? 


CLAY: Not in my class, of course. But 
below that, alter Jones—and Liston— 
there’ Terrell. He's а wll boy, а 


good left jab. He moves good. but he 
tires easy. He doesn't have enough expe- 
rience to take mc on yet. But he's a good 
kid. And Cleveland Williams. If he even 
dreamed he fought me, he'd apologize. 
He needs а lol more experience. Liston 
knocked him out twice, Williams, if he's 
pressured, will quit in a minute. I can't 
sce any more after these. I don't really 
even watch fighting much, except films 
of the greatest. 

PLAYBOY: Just you? 

CLAY: Just me 

PLAYBOY: Are you the greatest now fight- 
ing, or the greatest in boxing history? 
CLAY: Now, a whole lot of people ain’ 
going to like this. But I'm going to tell 
you the uuth—you asked me. Its 100 
many great old champions to go listing 
them one by one. But ain't no need to. I 
think that Joe Louis, in his prime, could 
have whipped them all—I mean anyone 
you want to name. And 1 would have 
beat Louis. Now, look—pcople don't like 
to face the facts. АП they can think 
about is Joe Louis’ punch. Well, he did 
have a deadly punch, just like Liston has 
а deadly punch. But if Louis didn't hit 
nothing but air, like Liston didn't with 
me, then we got to look at other things 


Even if Louis did hit me a few times, re- 
member they all said Liston was a tough- 
er one-punch man than even Joe Louis. 


And 1 took some of Liston’s best shots. 
Remember that. Then, too, I'm taller 
than Louis. But I tell you what would 
decide the fight: Im faster than Louis 
. No, Louis and none of the rest of 
them couldn't whip me. Look—it ain't 
never been another fighter like me. Ain't 
never been по nothing like me. 
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(continued from page 86) 


ng; 
itle golden eyelashes flickered 


nd I are going to a show, 
want to come along? 
“It better be good!" he cried, indig- 
папи 
She 


amed it. 

и!” he snorted. 

good film,” she said. 

ot that one,” he said. "Besides, I 

haven't shaved. yet today." 
"You can shave in five minute 

ced a bath, and itd take a long 


ti 


A long time. thought his mother, he 
was in the bathroom two hours today. 
He combs his hair two dozen times, 
mussés it, combs it again, talking to 
himself. 

"OK for you." The woman's voice 
You going to the beach 


7 he said, before he thought. 
"Sce you there, then,” she said. 
"E meant Sunday.” he said, quickly. 
“I could change it to Sunday," she 
replied. 
"IET can make it,” he said, even more 
quickly. “Things go wrong with my 


for a long 
ne, turning the silent phone in his 
hand 

Well, his mother thought, he's h 
ing а good time now. А good Hallowee 
party, with all the apples he took along, 
tied on strings, and the apples, untied, 
to bob for in a tub of water, and the 
boxes of candy, the sweet corn kernels 
lly taste like autumn. He 
ike the bad litle 
king his lollipop. 
; blowing horns, Lau 


run- 


everyone shoutit 
ing, danci 


nd again at cight-thirty and 
she went to the screen. door and 
Û out and could almost hear the 
party а long way olf at the dark beach, 
the sounds of it blowing on the wind 
crisp and furious and wild, and wished 
at the litle shack 
out over the waves on the pier, every- 
one whirling about in costumes, and all 
the pumpkins cut, cach a diflerent way, 
and а contest for the best homemade 
mask or make-up job, and too much 
popcorn to eat and 
She held to the screen doorknob, her 
face pink and excited, and suddenly 
realized the children had stopped coming 
to beg at the door. Halloween, for the 
neighborhood kids anyway, was over. 


she could be there 
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“LEATHERSTOCKING” 


Himalaya's suave suede and wool-knit pull- 
over. 


Peruse, then pick from 10 tone-on 
tone harmonies. Ask for "Leatherstocking"" 
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She went to look out into the back 
yard 

The house and yard were too qu 
It was strange not hearing the baske 
ball volley on the gravel or the steady 
bumble of the punching bag taking a 
be: g- Or the little tweczing sound of 
the hand squeezers. 

What if, she thought, he fou 
one tonight, found someone dow 
and just never came back, never 
home. No telephone call. No leue 
was the way it could be. No word. 
go off away and never come back 
What if? What if 

No! she thought, 
one th 
just this place. 
ut her 


t 


d some 
there. 
came 
tha 
Just 
in 


there's no one, no 
, по one anywhere. There's 
This is the only place. 
heart g fast and 
she had to sit down. 

‘The wind blew softly from the shore 

She turned on the radio but could not 
t. 

Now, she thought, they're not doing 
anything except playing blindman’s bull, 
yes, thats it, blind tag, and alter diat 
they'll just be 

She gasped and jumped. 

‘The windows had exploded with raw 

ight. 
"The gravel spurted in a machine 
spray as the car jolted in, braked and 
stopped, motor gunning. The lights 
went olf in the yard. But the motor still 
gunned up, idled, gunned up. idled. 

She could see the dark figure i 
front seat of the car, not moving, si 
straight ahead, 

“You she started to say, 
opened the back screen door. 


was be 


and 
She found 
a smile on her mouth. She stopped it. 
Her heart was slowing now. She made 
herself frown, 

He shut olf the motor 


She waited. He 
climbed out of the car and threw the 
pumpkins in the 
slammed the lid 

“What happened?” she asked. “Why 
are you home so carly — 

“Nothing.” He brushed by her with 
the two gallons of cider intact. He set 
them on the kitchen. sink. 

"But it's not ten yet 

“Tl 1" He went into the bed 
тоот and sat down in the dark. 

She waited five minutes. She always 
waited five minutes. He wanted her to 
come ask, he'd be mad if she didn't, so 
finally she went and looked into the 
dark bedroom. 

“Tell me," she suid. 

“Oh, they all stood around," he 
“They just stood around like a bunch 
of fools and didn’t do anything 

“What a shame.” 

"hey just stood around like dumb 


garbage сап and 


Us 


Us a shame.” 
“I tried to get them to do something. 
but they just stood around. Only cight 
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of them showed up, cight out of twenty, 
cight, and me the only one in costume. 
I tell you. The only onc. What a bunch 
of fools.” 


“After all your trouble, too." 


“They had their girls and they just 
stood around with them and wouldn't 
do anything, no games, nothing. Some 
of them went off with the girls" he 
said, in the dark, seated, not looking at 
her. “They went olf up the beach and 


the wall, look 
the short trousers. Не had forgotte 
child's hat was on his head. He sudd 
remembered it and took it off and threw 
it on the floor. “I tried to kid them. 1 
played with a toy dog and did some 
other stuff, but nobody did anything. 1 
felt like a fool, the only one there dressed 
like this, and them all different, 
only cight out of twenty there, 
most of them gone in half an hour. Vi 
was there. She tried to get me to walk 
up the beach, too. 1 was mad by then. 


пз all disproportioned in 
the 


1 was really mad. I said no thanks. And 
I am. You can have the lol 


h 
Where did 1 put 
the sink, drink i 
She had not moved so much as an 
inch im all the time he talked. She 
opened her mouth 
‘The telephone ran 
“If that's them, I'm not home. 
“You'd better answer it,” she said 
He grabbed the phone and whipped 
off the receiver. 
"Sammy?" said a loud high clear voice. 
He was holding the receiver out on the 
i it in the dark. "Th. 
his is Bob." The 
on. "Glad 


рор. 
Pour the cider down 


I don't care. 


Hc 


you?” 
18-year-old 
you're home. In a big rush, but—what 


voice rushed 
about that game tomorrow?” 
"What game 
“What game? F 


criyi, you're kid- 
ding. Notre Dame and SC!" 

"Oh, football." 

“Don't say Oh Football like th, 
talked it, you played it up, you sid" 
Thats no game,” he said, not look- 

ig at the telephone, the receiver, the 
woman, the wall. nothing. 

“You mean you're not going? Heavy 
Set. it won't be a game without you!” 

“I got to water the lawn, polish the 


you 


n do that Sunday! 

1 think my uncle's coming 
e me. Solong. 

He hung up and walked out past his 
mother into the yard. She heard the 
sounds af him out there as she got ready 
for bed. 

He must have drubbed the punching 
bag until three in the morning. Three, 
she thought, wide awake, listening to 
the concussions. He's always stopped at 
twelve, before. 


“For goodness’ sake, try and look on the bright side!” 


At 3:30 he came into the house. 

She heard him standing just outside 
her door. 

He did nothing else except stand 
there in the d. breathi 
She had a feeling he still had the 
itle-boy suit on. But she didn't want 
10 know if this were truc. 

After a long while the 
slowly open. 

He came into her dark room and ay 
down on bed, next lo her. not 
touching her. She pretended to be 
asleep. 

He lay face up and rigid. 

She could not see him. But she felt 
the bed shake as if he were laughii 
She could hear no sound coming from 
him, so she could not be sure. 

And then she heard the squcaking 
sounds of the litle steel springs being 
crushed and uncrushed, crushed 


door swu 


ihe 


and 


uncrushed in his fists. 
She wanted to sit up and scream for 
him to throw those awful noisy things 


away. She wanted to slap them out of 
his fingers. 

But th 
he do with his hands? What could he 


she thought, what would 


put in them? What would he, yes, what 


ads? 


ag she could 
breath, shut her ey 
prayed, Oh God, let it go 


would he do with his lı 


So she did the only th 
do, she held her 


is. 


listened, a 


on, let him keep squcezin 


those things, 
let him keep squeezing those things, let 
him, let him, oh let, let him, let him 
keep squ 
It was like lying in bed with a great 
dark cricket. 
And a long time before dawn. 
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ESS TELEPIONE 


(continued from page 120) 


wouldn't make any difference to me.” 

He laughed. "You all heart, aren't 
you?” he said. "You got yourself into 
this box and you're not going to quit. 

“I told you." she said. "It doesn't 
make any difference to me. It just 
doen't matter, one way or the other 
This is 1964. The Civil War is all over. 
I'm not buying any of that medieval 
nonsense, and . . . anyway, I told you 
didn't make any difference, and I me 
it 


You said it didn't make any 
diference to you. І believe you. But 
maybe it makes а difference to me, hon- 
ey. I'm no liberal. I'm no goddamned 


progressive. Nothing tolerant about me. 
Civil War ain't over far as I've heard. 
Not as far as I’ve heard.” 
His dime went down. 
"Do you have another?" she said. 
"No, I haven't" he said. "And I'm 
afraid I don't need one. 
"Im sony," she said. "I didu 
He cut her off. “That's all right, little 


ofay," he said. "Forget it. Not your 
fault." 

"What did you call mc?" she said. 
“Olay?” 


"Ask Big Bob. "He heard the 
word before. He'll tell you. Or you can 
figure it out yourself, it's only pig latin. 
Ofay. Ofay." 

He hung up. 


"Of course, we have a Zmrz problem—but if the 

Zmrz would just remember their place, everything 

would be all right. As for the Qzxns . . . why, some 
of my best friends are Qzxns!" 


MUSIC fe ABSURD 


(continued from page 140) 


anarchists: and that in general, it is the 
innovators to whom we still listen with 
pleasur 

Whats often forgotten in this de- 
fense of c e for its own sake, how- 
ever, is that the innovation did not 
always increase the expressivity ol music 
by expanding the resources available to 
the composer, but sometimes by contract- 
ing them. For example, in Bach's time, 
the cla 1 Baroque 
style reached the end of its resources 
in the work of Bach himself, and was 
about to slide into decadence. At the 
time of his death, he was engaged in 
writing The Art of the Fugue, the def 
itive summary of what Baroque counte 
point alone could be expected to 
accomplish, The sueceeding homophonic 
style, the style galant pioneered by the 
Mannheim school (which included 
lof Bach's own sons, two of them 
amt composers), was strikingly less 
nding both to write and to listen 
the fugal knots into which 
Baroque music customarily tied itself. 

None of the historical expansions and 
contractions are analogous in the least to 
what has been happening to music lately. 
All the changes of the past, no mater 
how radical, were changes within the 
ional 1а п which music is 
writen, Today's serious composers—or 
t least those who are being taken most 
usly—have abandoned that language 
rely, with results as predictable as 
those which would follow were a poet or 
nove to abandon the use of word 

This comparison is not the utterance 
of a fanatic musical reactionary—the 
sort of concertgoing John Bircher who 
thinks that nothing worth listening 10 
was written after Palestrina, Bach or 
Mozart—but that of а man who has 
joy and sustenance from. com- 
of all periods for all of his 
ars. Worse: It is not even 
wild-eyed or otherwise, but a 
literal description of the situ i 
obtains now. 

Wh; we to make, for instance, 
of a composition for piano in which the 
hammers of the instrument are forbidden 
e the strings? In this work, only 
two sorts of sounds are to be heard: 
first, the almost audible 
thump of a key being depres: 


dem; 
to than 


percussive 


enough so that no note results; 
ond, the clicking of the pianist’s finger 
mails as he draws the backs of his 


fingers over the ivory surfaces of the 
keyboard. 

"This composition is relatively con- 
servative by present-day standards; that 
is it is written in something vaguely 
resembling standard musical notation, 
and the instrument to be used is speci- 
fied. A more typical product of this 
school of scoring is a geometrical d 
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gram, in no way resembling the standard 
musical staff, over which the composer 
shakes ink blots from an old-fashioned 
fountain pen. It is then up to the per- 
former to decide what these blots may 
represent in terms of standard musical 
notation, and what instruments, time 
signatures, durations of performance, and 
other musical parameters sh 


the music, and of course every perform- 
«т realization is different, and а com- 
plete surprise to the composer. 

Any man with a normal indignation 
quotient will decide for himself which 
composition of this school he considers 
most outrageous. My favorite, which is 
also one of the funniest, is a piece in 
which the notes (of which there are only 
a few, covering almost the entire possible 
tonal range) are written in a highly 
deformed oval, like a botched Rorschach 
test. The composer (guess who?) "speci- 
ics" that these note: ayed back- 
ward or forw ce may last 
d that апу number 
and kinds of instruments may be used. 
One that actually has been used is the 
kazoo. (Many readers by now probably 
suspect me of making all this up, and 
I can't say that I blame them. 1 refer 
these doubters to Avakian JC-1, a record- 
ing of a 25-Year Retrospective Concert 
[1934-1958] of Cages music, including 


jeers and catcalls from the audience 
[which the random-music purist considers 
properly a part of the composition]. The 


recording, is a three-record set, will cost 
you $25, and goes on lorever.) 

One of the most recent outbursts of 
the random composers is a subschool 
called “gestural,” because it gives you 
something 10 look at as well as listen 
10. Gestural compositions were the core 
of six concerts at New York's Tudson Hall 
in the [all of 1963. Their flavor is hard 
to convey, but it can be vaguely sug- 
gested. One composition by Karlheinz 
Stockhausen required the pianist (Fred- 
eric Rzewski, himself a gestural com- 
poser) to hammer the pi lessly 
that he had to wear cutout gloves and 
dust the piano keys with baby powder, 
As critic John Gruen of the New York 
Herald Tribune remarked, “Avantgarde 
piano music is decidedly something to 


watch—it might even get worse.” 
Rzewski also participated in a th 
called Teatrino, by Giuseppe Chi 
which called for, in addition to the 
piano, an alarm dock, a tape recorder, a 
power saw, a meat grinder, a phono- 
graph, a ping-pong ball and a family of 
ing rubber dolls. Against this as- 
ge poor Mr. Rzewski, who has 
only himself to blame, was required to 
read. poetry. 
This situation must seem truly incredi- 
ble to anyone who has not been follow: 
iug the devolution of conc 
the past three decades, but such a reader 
can be assured that the compositions I've 
described above are not freaks. The men 
who are writing them do not represent 
the only group of serious lunatics in 


rt music over 


operation in our concert halls tod 
about the only good thing that can be 


1 for the competing schools is that 
most of their music is at least audible. 
How did we get into this cul-de-sac? 
The sequence of events isn't difficult 
10 describe, but the fundamental miscon- 
ceptions involved аге extraordinarily 
rarefied. They have their common origin 
in the 19th Century notion chat cha 
means progress, which iu the 20th € 
tury has changed from a notion to a 
form of mental disease. It is a disease 
that has emerged from the blatant mis- 
use of Darwin's scholium by the cco- 
nomic royalists, who assumed that all 
change must necessarily be for the better, 
» assumption of which we should have 
been thoroughly disabused by now 


In particular, there is no such thing as 
progress im the arts. As Richard Н. 
Rovere remarked in an article about 


Ezra Pound. poetry is not а horse race. 
Poets differ from one another absolutely 

well as relatively; and so it is with 
composers. The fact that Beethoven used 
r orchestra, a wider harmonic 
paleue and а greater range of forms 
than Mozart did is no guarantee that he 
composer. In fact, in all 
of these categories а good case could be 
made for m that he was a 
worse one. This case—to which T e 
thusiastically subscribe—would consi: 
in showing that Mozart worked within 
his more limited compass better than 
Beethoven worked in his enlarged one. 


the conte 


(As Stokowski has remarked, "Mozart 
understands instruments; Beethoven 
never did") The ability to make a 
louder and more complicated noise than 
one's predecessor is not a patent of ex- 
cellence, but a by-product of technology 

The history of the decay of 20th Cen 
tury music into either noise or silence 
is rather straightforward. It begins al- 
most exactly 100 years ago, when W 


^s opera Tristan und Isolde crawled 


out on the limb of what was then com 


ic, and there is much that is tradi- 
tional in it; but the parts of the opera 
that most disastrously influenced later 
compos 

not even Wagner, can tell you what key 
it is in. Wagner leaves the listener no 
way of avoiding this problem—he begins 
with it. From its very opening notes, the 
prelude to the first act of the ope 
harmonically a seething mass of ambigu 
ties, a snake pit of chromatic melodies 
squirming around one another without 
ever coming to rest. 

Wagner's mastery of every procedure 
employed by his predecessors, howeve 
was so complete that his departures from 
common practice are no longer in dis- 
pute; in context, they work. He was fol- 
lowed immediately by Richard Strauss, 
a thoroughgoing traditionalist who liked 
to mix keys occasionally, and to vary his 
melodies by interval stretching. The lat- 
ter practice consists simply of jumping 
the second note in a melodic sequence to 
the same note one or more octaves aw 
Traditionally, the stretched note is con- 
sidered до be harmonically equival 


e the sections where no опе, 


за 


it to 
the original—but the unstretched inter- 
val can be sui whereas the stretched 
опе can't, (In one Strauss compositior 
imple theme originally heard within 
the compass of a single octave is pulled 
out to cover nine.) 

Strauss’ contemporaries—he has had 
few successors, since he died only re- 
cently—sneered at his Mozartean for 
malism, but they loved his mixing of 
keys and the pulledout intervals. The 
chromaticism of Tristan, the melodic 
leaps and dashing chords of Elektra and 
Salome fell on fertile ground in 
person of Arnold Schoenberg, a Taie-Ro- 


а 


the 


“Where to next?" 


mantic composer who, finding himself 


unable to compete with Strauss or Why should you 


Gustav Mahler on traditional grounds, 


erected a whole church around a music wear these HARRIS SLACKS 
which was forbidden to have any key at to the Big Game? 


all, and in which the notes of the melo- 

dics are as isolated from one another as Will they help your team win? 
lighted windows in a deserted skyscraper. 

rly on, idiom, called atonality, 
wedded to the very large late-Ro- 
mantic orchestra of Strauss, Wagner and 
Mahler, producing a general roar of un- 
focused noise interesting only occasion- 
ally for its color (Schoenberg was an 
expert orchestrater). In response, Schoen- 
berg—with monomaniac German thor- 
oughness—went all the way back to the 
Baroque style of composition, with its 
overriding emphasis on counterpoint. 

This was an inevitable retreat, for a 
music to which harmony is impossible 
no other recourse but. counterpoint. 
Thus was created the 12-tone scale, in 
which no key is to be respected, but the 
theme of any given composition is to 
contain all 12 notes of the chromatic 
scale, and the logic of all the rest of the 
work is to depend upon the order in 
which these tones occu 

This system of composi 
jor break in common p 
the history of Western music. Schoen- 
berg was enough of a systematist to 
organize the new theory [rem top to 
bottom, all by himself. He was also so 
arid a composer that most of the works 
he wrote in the new idiom have as little 
emotional impact—though at least as 
much intellectual interest—as a Double- 
Crostic. Men of much greater gilts, 

g them Alban ad Igor Stra- 
vinsky, have since made much better 
use of the 1240ne system than Schoen- 
berg was ever able to. 

It is in fact impossible to man: 
decimal composition without geni 
ause it is so radical a departure from 
the whole corpus of common practice 
that the listener is confronted. with an 
all-or-nothing situation: Either the music 
is great, or its nowhere. As а result, 
there is no such thing as a minor 12-tone 
and the s 


No. But they'll make you a sure winner. 
کے‎ ар r س‎ 


no 


Berg 


composer, stem bas never es 
tablished itself as a new form of com- 
mon practice. Instead, it went without 
any transition from being radical to 
being old hat. 

But it established a precedent of enor- 
mous importance. Once given the notion 
that they were free to invent whole new э 
systems of musical practice, innumerable | These lean, long wearing Harris slacks are tailored from a Burlington Men's 
pipsqueaks proceeded to do so with | Weer blend of 70% Creslan acrylic fiber, 30% wool... to keep you scoring 
nothing е 1 mind but or iginality long after the game is over. They stand smartly, sit comfortably. In medium 
‘One ob ther d grey, charcoal, brown, blue and olive. About $9.95 at stores throughout = 
had die eenablesilly notion af compress: the West. Cresian is a product of AMERICAN CYANAMID. COMPANY NESR, EARS 
ing bloop-bleep music in the Schoenberg me ШЕ енен 


system to а Kind of pointillisme, to the 

point. where each instrument in a major 
Webern work has only one or two notes 
to play, and the total work may last no pin 


longer than it would take the listener raa ер 195 


c was Anton Webern, who 
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to desert the concert hall to mail a letter. 

In the meantime, Schoenberg himself 
was further deserting music with the in- 
nion of the Sprechstimme, a style of 
ation in which the performer does 
g the note written, but just bl 
its approximate vicinity. The note 
are written into the score, but the sing 
is not required to respect them. 

The moment this invention was ac- 
cepted, music slid all the way back to 
Greek drama, in which all the lines were 
intoned. The reintroduction of groaning 
and intoning imo the complexities of 
Western concert music suddenly made it 
impossible for the listener to understand 
not only exactly what he was h 
but what he was being asked to hear. 
Music now was no longer an art of or 
nized, specific notes—which had been 
explored intensively by Pythagoras—but 
again one of the hoarse, nonspecific in- 
ns of the jungle and the weath 

An offshoot of duodecimal compos 
tion is a system called microtonal music, 
in which the ordinary 12-tone octave is 
subdivided into further steps—us 
64. Again there is a certain mı 
logic to this procedure: All string and 
wind instruments can play the quarter 
d or 


s 


tor 


tones impossible to the piano, a 


chestral musicians with fine ears produce 
them automatically, thus giving the vari- 
ous keys their characteristic colors. (For 
example, to anyone but a. pianist, Бї is 
not the same note as C.) 

Increased fragmentation of the steps 
between notes, however, generates dilte 
ences so small that only а very few ex- 
ceedingly acute cars even profess to be 
able to bear them. Furthermore, if such 
tiny changes are to be detected at all 
they must be contiguous, with the incvi- 
table result that most microtonal com- 
positions sound like a cross between a 
cat fight and a distant [ouralarm fire. 

Microtonal music has been around at 
least 50 years without getting anywhere. 
The American composer Harry Partch, 
celebrated at length by Time, is only 
the most recent of a long line—though 
must be admitted that Mr, Partch's 
ames for his instruments (the Spoils of 
War, the Surrogate Kithara) and his com- 
positions (Visions Fill the Eyes of a De- 
feated Basketball Team in the Shower 
Room) have n postSatie charm, 
and his 43-tone octave is engagingly in- 
dependent of any sort of theory. 

Some of the experimen that 
at on in this period was viable, as the 
iple of Stravinsky shows 


like the composers of the Mannheim 
school, is one of music's great simpli- 
fiers: He weeded out the lush tangles of 
Romantic orchestration; dropped coun: 
terpoint almost completely: adopted a 
harmonic style which, though frequently 
dissonant, was much more diatonic and 
foursquare than the chromaticism with 
which his contemporaries surrounded 
him. АШ this was done in the interests of 
a rhythmic style of fearsome complexity, 
which could he sustained only by the 
fact that Stravinsky was—and іѕ—а 
great melodist. 

Stravinsky has worked in as many 
styles as Picasso, and, like the painter, 
none of his disciples have been able to 
make them work nearly as well. The 
most respected of such disciples tod: 
the German composer Carl Orfl, 
not yet succeeded in saying anything that 
Stravinsky did net say better and with 
more economy 50 years ago in Les Noces. 
The years have neither forgouen nor 
looked kindly upon George Antheil's 
Ballet Mécanique for player pianos 
and an airplane engine, nor on Edgar 
Varése's lonisation for percussion instru- 
ments and fire siren. Yet compared. to 
what the cringing concertgoer is often 
asked to sit through today, these were 
conservative. compositions—it has even 
become possible, given a creative imag 
nation, to hear a sort of tune in Jonisa 
lion. 

Today, originality in concert music is 
actually dominated by three different 
sorts of camp followers. The first of 
these schools contains the composers of 
random music, some of whom we have 
already met. Random music employs pro- 
cedures that make it impossible for the 
composer to hear the work in his head 
as he writes it down, and no perform- 
ance of a given composition can sound 
even remotely like another performance. 
The chief architect of this heap of rub- 
ble is our friend Mr. Cage, a composer 
of once burgeoning 
gaged in a prolonged act of artistic 
suicide. 

Cage first came to the attention of the 
listening public with seve 
tions for what he called a "prepared" 
‘The preparation consisted in 
side the piano various objects, 
coins, erasers, bits of sponge and 
wooden matches, to modify the tones of 
. There is obvious if lim- 
ited promise in this invention: It makes 
it possible to write a work for 
a large group of percussion instru 
all of which can be handled by a 


has 


ifıs who 


now en- 


composi: 


single 
performer. Having in effect invented a 


whole new set of instruments, however, 
the composer is then obligated to go 
ahead and do something with them, 
which is exactly what John Cage has not 


done, Instead, he abandoned the pre 


pared piano for his present career of 
noncomposition. In one work, he raises 
the lid of the piano keyboard, sits 
for three minutes listening to the noises 
the audience makes, and then. doses the 
lid ag 1 concertgoers who 
take this seriously: perhaps they even 
exit whistling. Among these is the com. 
poser and critic Virgil Thomson, whose 
own music is of the simplest and most 
melodic son: he finds the work of thi 
random composers “rather jolly 

The second school of contemporary 
composition is musique concréte, 
of the tape recorder. Here the composer 
uses any sound that suits him—whether 
it is produced by a flute or a passin 
politician—either as is, or distorted. by 
altering the speed of the tape. These 
snippets of tape are then pasted together 
to ma 
Cage 


n. There ex 


а composition. 
played with this idiom, too, 
efort with the loud- 
speaker is a composition that employs 

number of radios, randomly tuned to 
wh local stations happen 10 be 
broadcasting on the night of the concert, 
thus achieving a synthesis of musique 


tever 


concrète and the laws of chance. 


electronic music, 
in which the sounds are produced di- 
rectly by oscillators, such as those that 
make a Hammond organ go, but with- 

ny concern for whether or not the 
resulting notes sound like an o 


The third school 


out 


like anything else vou have ever hi 
in your life. Most composers in this 
group use pure sounds without over- 
tones, which have no counterparts in 
ture or in the notes produced by any 
instrument—indecd, they were not even 
possible to produce until the age of 
electronics. This style attained some 
popular recognition a few years ago 
the idiom for the musical score to an 
expensive but half-baked science-fiction 
movie called Forbidden Planet: and you 
may hear it at will by picking up you 

telephone, for the little tune that auto- 
matic dialing plays back to you these 
days is produced in the same way. Real 
are involved here, for the most 
part, which is a blessing: but again, all 
that has happened thus far is the inven- 
tion of a new kind of instrument, with 


note 


which nothing noteworthy has yet been 
done. There is a subgroup of this school 
a team of French composers and eng 
neers engaged in turning out whole new 
families. of 
This is a good thing 
nothing new has entered the orchestra 
since the 18th Century—but. thus far 
these developments are purely techno- 
logical, and have no underlying inherent 
musical interest. 

It is of course possible that both mu- 
sique concrète and electronic noises 
t become beautiful in the hands of a 


nonclectronic 


istruments 


itsell—almost 


genius, as did the 12-tone system in the 
hands of Berg. They are both 

infancy, and apparently still mosty in 
105 of engineers and other aes- 
thetic know-nothings. But the possibility 
xists. A model for nay be heard in the 
works of Béla Bartók, who used the 12- 
tone system, polytonality, interval stretch- 
ing and everything else in the repertoire 
of his time as it suited him, without ever 
becoming a victim of the strictures of any 
single system. The recent space-travel 
opera, Karl-Birger Blomdahl's Aniara, is 
largely a 12-tone work which also uses 
musique concrète, electronic sounds, tra- 
ditional tonalities and even folk tunes 
freely as expressive devices. It is a partic- 
ularly interesting work, not because of 
its sensational libretto, but because. the 
electronic and nonmusical sounds arc 
thoroughly integrated into the score, and 
serve a musical function; they are not 
just sound effects. 

No such hope, however, сап be held 
out for random music, since it is and 
must always be in the hands of the laws 
of chance—not a notable source of mas- 
terpieces. It would seem axiomatic that 
no listener can learn to love a composi- 
tion, especially if it is strange to his 
perience as well as to his ears, if he c 
hear it only once. Yet this system is 
herent in random composition, and the 
preserving of such performances on tape 
or disc bears the same relationship to the 
theory of this kind of music as a blurred 
photograph of a man sliding into third 
base does to the game as a whole. 

In the meantime, however, these 
schools multiply confusion, repel the lis- 
tener and dehumanize the art. One of 
the most curious side effects is the in- 
creasing interest in. computer-composer 
music, such as the suite for string quartet 
composed by а U ty of lin 
machine in the styles of four diflerent 
(flesh-and-blood) composers. Such works 
att 
puter can only be programed to follow 
set conventions, which must be fed to 
by a human operator. When you set a 
computer to write like Bartók, it will do 
so faithfully (though not the least bit in- 
ventively). The computer represents the 
opposite side of an apothegm attributed. 
to Arthur Miller: “We are all creative, 
but we are not all artists." The com- 
puter can be made to be an artist, but it 
cannot be made to be creative. 

Most composers today are neither. Un- 
til some semblance of a common practice 
—cither old or new—begins to emerge 
among them, most listeners (even the 
polite 


a their 


act even musicians, because the com- 


and the timid) will return in thei 
previous century, when even 
the most dificult music could be counted 
upon, with study and devotion, to make 


some sense. 
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Pornographers Revisited | (continued pom page 118) 


unmeltable lundament. Worst of all, she 
became impossible in bed. “Stop touch- 
ing me,’ she would groan, ‘it reminds me 
how fat I a 

“Jefferies had tried his best. He loved 
her, every ounce of her. He begged he 
not to dict. He swore he wanted her the 
way she was...” А big-body buff from 
way back, Jefferies seemed far less inter- 
ested in his wife's bosoms than he was in 
her tummy that “curved out, gently and 
roundly,” and her aforementioned “un- 
meltable fundament.” Once, while savor- 
ing the nude sight of her lush curves and 
bulges, he had occasion to wonder, “Did 
she look а bit—a bit overblown? А bit— 
mple? But as he applied a cold. critical 
appraisal to the breadth of her pelvis. 
she turned and bent over, pulling on a 
slipper, and he suddenly felt a. little 
warm, much less impersonal, and not 
critical at ай... 

Gazing at Mrs. J's jolly pink buttocks, 
Jefferies was visited by an inspiration. 
What she needed was someone to tell 


her that “she’s a Real Woman," he de. 
cided—someone other than himself to 
“tell her she looks like Aphrodite . 

tell her she’s what every man really 
wants.” In an eltort to regain his bedded 
bliss, Jefferies dashed off a note to his 
old friend Dick, urging him to fatter 
Mrs. J. into an awareness of her Real 
Womanhood. At the cocktail party 
which followed, Dick so charmed Mrs. J. 
that she and he soon vanished into the 
darkness of night. "At last, after forty- 
four and one-half Dick and 
Jefferies’ wife returned. Jefferies could 
tell instantly that the expedition had 
been an unqualified success: His wife 
was glowing, she walked like a queen, 
she radiated the self-confidence of a 
woman who knows she is a Woman.” 
Reading between the lines, the read 
gathered that Mrs. Jefferies continued to 
glow in bed that night, and that all her 
hubby's touches were ardently received. 
"She slept late in the morning. Jefferies, 
quelling the alarm clock, decided fondly 


“Very well then. it has been moved and seconded that 
our group lake a vole on whether to continue as a 
Communist Party cell or as a unit of the FBI.” 


to get his own breakfast and let her 
sleep. His eyes traced the lovely curve of 
her hip under ihe blankets. He sighed. 
No woman is as amorous as а woman 
who knows she is a Woman. 

The story didn't end there, however. 
The happy fade-out on Mis. Jefferies 
curvy hip was followed by a Boccaccio- 
type twist in which Jefferies discovered 
that he had forgotten to mail the note 
he had written to his o!d friend Dick— 
thus leaving liule doubt that Jefferies” 
wife and his best friend had been drawn 
together by mutual desire, and that the 
radiant reawakening of the Real Wom- 
an had been touched off by the alltoo 
f a genuinely aroused 
how a man likes to be 
ve that other men desire his wile,” the 
author mused in the tag line, “but hates 
like heil to get indisputable proof of it.” 

Other instances of extramarital dar- 
ling-do were proven out іп Cosmopolt 
fan's very next issue. When John Kirk, 
the photographer hero of “The Unspeak- 
able.” was held under suspicion of bein 
the sex fiend responsible for the таре 
murder of five-year-old Chrissie Alonzo. 
he couldn't reveal his alibi to the sheriti. 
beciuse the alibi was that he, Kirk, had 
been olf in the bushes at the time, mak 
ing love to the sherill’s young wife. “A 
shudder seized him. "Mind telling me 
where you were, Mr. Kirk? I was over in 
the park, in the dark, with Laury. 1 was 
making love to your wife. Cheating on 
you...” In the same outdoorsy cast of 
nature lovers was young Mona Warren, 
a night-blooming teenager, whose alfres- 
co [risking behind the grape arbor with 
a married handyman had led to an acute 
ase of pregnancy—but “at least she had 
pally known a man's love," the author 
philosophized, “for whatever little it 
might be worth, for however much it 
might still cost." 

Cost was no consideration 
and pretty Julie Lo 


when pert 
nto her old 


flame. the now-w ied Harry, in the 
same month's lead fiction piece. “She 
stared at Harry with a rapt, moist gaze, 


hating herself deliciously at finding that 
ter four dry years Harry could still. by 
no more than his presence, cause her to 
swell inside and tingle in odd places." 

Julie made Harty tingle and swell, 
100. As they lay side by side on the nar- 
row deck of his sailing sloop. Harry “be 
gan rubbing her back through the thin 
material of her dress. 

‘Julie, Julie” he whispered. He did 
not Stop caressing her. "You can't know 
how much I've missed you. " 

Alter a brief bit of carlobe kissing, 
Harry’s amatory massage. “became more 
fevered,” and Julie was moved to recall 
the romantic details of their first inter- 
course together: lly, Harry, vou 
know something? T can repeat almost ev- 
ery word you and T said that n 
your old station wagon. You were going 
back up to college, and I was missing 


hr in 
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you already, and you wanted to do some- 
thing right then and there, and I wanted 
to do it too, but I wanted worse to run 
away so I wouldn't have to choose be- 
tween doing it and not doing it, because 
you said it wasn't going to be so long be- 
lore we were married anyhow, so why 
didn't we do it and—how did you say it, 
member?—you said, “Oh, Julie, let's 
just do it and charge it to our account. 
The gentle, persuasive hand on her back 
faltered in its swoking, then continued 
with renewed, more earnest application. 
Julie knew she was blushing vigorously, 
and thanked the darkness for hiding it 
from him. . . . ‘Well, Harry, you were 
right. Any woman is a sucker for a 
charge account.’ She gave a short laugh. 
. . . ‘So we did it, and you went away, 
and then, whoops-my-dear, I heard three 
weeks later that you were married into 
the upper crust.’ She chided him gently 
пом, as though he were her weak-willed 
brother . . .” 

Protesting that his marriage had been 
an "awful mistake," Harry “humped 
himself closer to her, so close tha they 
Jay now in total contact" and whis- 
pered, "Honey, Julie baby, listen, it 
isn't too late, ever. I've got to see you 
again. I can get down every weekend 
this winter, I think. 1 need you, Juli 

“Not she said with intentional loud- 
ness. More softly, she added, ‘It couldn't 
work. Still facing the dark water, she 
grinned; how funny it was to have 
Нату beside her on the foredeck of this 
litle old boat, wearing his shinystripe 
tux pants! She knew the whole length 
of him beside her, pressing her, hard 
and shaking with his tension. Then the 
monotonous rubbing of her back sud- 
denly stopped. . . . His clever lingers 
plucked at the zipper of her dress; with 
a quick tug he pulled the zipper com- 
pletely down, then slipped his hand in 
to rub the bare skin of her back. ‘Stop! 
she cried, but she did not move in any 
way to stop him... 

“Shhh! Irs all right; Harry said to 
soothe her, and his hand began carcfully 
to explore the eye hooks which closed 
the band of her brassiere.” 

Since April 1960 was still a bit early 
for Cosmopolitan to permit its readers 
whoopsmy«lear prose pecks at people 
actually “doing it,” the story was so plot- 
Julie rolled overboard the mo- 
ry got his clever fingers on her 
ve hooks. Having rubbed and ca- 
ressed every last ounce of titillation from 
the scene, the author deftly unzipped a 
new angle—namely, that Julie had been 
merely leading Harry on in order to fake 
а drowning and involve her old flame i 
а scandal that would revenge his having 
jilted her after all that sweet talk in his 
old station wagon. 

After more than a year of such literary 
foreplay, Cosmo finally came out with a 
story of sex in the South Seas, which 
gave its fair fiction fans a full-view, 


flagrante-delicto description of sexual 
intercourse, without any distracting in- 
volvement with zippers, hooks, station 
wagons, grape arbors, sailboats о 
stage shrubbery. As 
middle-aged French protagon 
oner of Paradise,” explained it, he had 
gone to Polynesia beciuse love in the 
islands had “a simplicity, a spontaneity 
a Kindness, that we Europeans have lost’ 
—an observation that was most. passion- 
ately affirmed within days of his 
upon igipanifringed shores of 


T; 


ing the night I awoke slowly, and 
there was a hand in my lava-lava. Tt was 
girl who was crouched 
down beside me, staring into my face 
and smiling at me. She was y per 
haps 13 years old. She was very slim and 
her breasts were just barely large enough 
to hold up her pareu. 

“She bent her head close to my ear 
and whispered into my car in French. 
She told me that the dancing had ex- 
cited her especially because she had 
never seen a white man dancing. As she 
spoke, she let her hand wander over my 
legs and between them. 

“For a moment on that warm beach, 
my European conscience rebelled. T felt 
I could not do what the child wanted. 
What she wanted me to do was techni 
cally a crime in ever 
of the world. She sen 


nce 
vous or 
the curious 


and laughed. It was not а пе 
hysterical 


laugh; it was 
a inquisitive cl 


ld. 1 took 
е. She made 
the natives call 


her 
love in the 


maori: quick, savage and silent. At the 
. her tiny body arched up. she 
a ils 


dima 
moaned, and then her finge 
scratched down my face. It was over ver 
quickly, bur it was a very skillful per- 
formance and ihe girl seemed to be 
deeply satisfied. 1 am still not quite sure 
how I feel today, except that I know 
that I am excited 

I'm still not quite sure how 1 felt that 
day, cither—except I know that I wasn’t 
too surprised to find that Cosmopolitan 
had finally abandoned its fictional 
maidenhead. It was а skillful perform- 
nce, for all its brevity, and undoubtedly 
left a goodly number of lady fiction 
lovers deeply satisfied. For many, it must 
have been sheer pleasure just to get a 
vicarious hand between a man's legs 
without having to visit the medical de- 
parunent and feign clinical interest in 
iling prostate glands and low sperm 
counts. 

This is not to suggest that “Prisoner of 
Paradise” abandoned entirely those high 
moral principles which most Americans 
would expect to find in а family-type 
magazine. In fact, а certain aura of pro- 
priety began to seule about the sexual 
affairs of Zola Martin and his litle 
Tahitian friend, Toma, shortly after the 
talented teen-urger had taken him for 


“Look—I'm engaged!” 
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his first spin on the seaside maori-go- 
round: "At Zola's invitation, she had 
moved from her relatives’ house into his 
house. "They lived together for about sis 
months and then Toma told Zola that 
she was pregnant. Zola insisted upon 
being married, and being married in a 
church. 

"Toma, blissfully unaware of die la- 
dies’ hooks’ oftexpressed horror at the 
mere thought of unwed teenage moth- 
ers, "was puzzled, but she consented” 
thereby eliminating one obstacle which 
may have stood in the way of the story's 
acceptance. Another point in its favor 
was the fact that, alter only a few years 
of marriage, okl Zola wound up bored 
with his child bride: “Toma could make 
only one flower arrangement, could cook 
poi only one way, cook fish only one 
ay, make love in only one way - 
short, with no women's 1 
guide them, Tahitian wives were 
a culinary and erotic rut that a native 
hubby knew exactly what dinner would 
be like when he opened his eyes in the 
morning, and could predict the little 
woman's sexual responses down to the 
last scratch and moan. 

“For them, sex is not really an act of 
love,” Zola explained to the young writ- 
er who was the story's name! narrator. 
“It is a way to break tedium, a way of 
breaking the monotony of endless beau- 
tiful days. It is like a game, but no more 
than a game." For all its predictable 
moves, jumps and gambits, however, the 
game seemed endlessly fascinating to the 
Polyne: teen set. “We had almost 
finished our walk when we met a young 
boy and girl walking in the opposite di- 
rection,” the narrator wrote, apropos the 
native belief that it's better to maori 
than burn. “They said hello to us and 
then vanished on the path. Zola turned 
and looked at me. 

“They have just finished making love 
in the bushes,’ he said. His voice was 
ssionless. 

“How could you tell” I asked. 

"Really it is an exercise in prol 
ту, he said. "Quite literally, every time a 
Tahitian girl and boy mect casi i 
leads to sexual intercourse. The only 
ceptions are if they are brother and 
ter, or if one of them is malformed.’ ” 

‘There were ti when it seemed that 
the same “exercise in probability” could 
be applied to most of the boy-girl meet- 
ings that occurred in Cosmopolitan's 
fiction. For example, while little Toma 
was Java-lava in a 
mar ke the world- 
weary (toto inquire 
about her cooking ability, a nude and 
nubile young maiden, named Lena Cart- 
wright, was to be scen stepping from an 
outdoor shower stall into a patch of 
American moonlight, on page 100 of the 
same September issue: ". . . There they 
the moon, its shadows, and Lena. 
The soft wind blew over Lena's wet and 
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willing body, chilling her. She folded her 
nd they were empty. She was emp- 
ty outside, and empty inside. In the full 
light of the full moon, she stood and let 
the wind caress her, sweet as the scup- 
pernongs.” Actually, though, Lena 
didn’t care two hoots about being ca- 
resed by the wind. She wanted Mac 
Hayworth to caress he 

"Once under the scuppernong vine, 
she and Mac had all but arrived at an 
inding. It was a warm night, and 
ngs were golden ripe and 
almost had. 
ready t0 say 
sion of his hand: 


g in the branch woods be- 
hind the house, and he left her there, 
persuaded but. unavailed. 
ybody said that whe 
worth heard a dog sound, th 
ything that could stop him, 
thor of “September Moon" remarked— 
and, in this case, everybody was right. 
Mac was so devoted to his hounds, he 
never did come back, and Lena's "ex- 
tion that Mac would find her there, 
led, wasted with the 
st scuppernong . . ." Just what Lens 
ed the warm-handed Mac to ре 
suade her to do, and what sort of 
derstanding” they had almost arrived at, 
was anybody's guess. But, in the year t 
followed, Lena was made terribly restles 
by “ideas.” "She could not rid herself of 
them. They stayed with her all day long, 
followed her like some silent hound, елт 
ing at her like the hunger for something 
sweet.” 

All s 
pilgrimages 
always kne 
out there alone’ 
come September, something did. 
she was, standing in the moonlight, let- 
ting the wind caress her willing bod 
when who should happen along but M. 
pack of dogs. " "Why, Lena; he 
1 forgot all about that mole 


-r long, "Lena made nightly 
to the bathhouse .. . She 


uj 


Moonlit mole and all, Lena “leaped 
ack into the bathhouse,” and waited: 
“When the last sound of the dogs had 
died away, she stepped out into the light 
and shadows, her kimono drawn about 
her. Through the wind in the pines, she 
heard Mac Hayworth call her softly 
п the scuppernongs. 

"The dogs had gone, but he had been 
ing for her. All she needed now was 
ore persuading. 


more than an “exercise 


à probability” 
that Lena got all the persuading she 
needed—right under the scupperongs. 
the old 


But 
love 
and 
cutting up in the bushes, and on the 


so much for 
ry. While I 


ashioned. 


beach, and out in the 
bunch of small boys wer 
al chinaberry tree ge 
the neighborhood sher 
in the next story in the same sex-happy 
September issu 

istic adventure. in 
Splendor," the story 
all "the little night scenes not meant to 
be witnessed." One such scene involved 
bie Flaxman and her 
n friend: "Boy, did she 
have a coi n when I told my moth- 
er what we saw them doing from up here 


nd, 
led 


was prov 


ny a Cosmopolitan 
1 had company in her 
back bedroom and. ed as the d. 
they were bom, the two of them we 
dancing as though they were on a ball- 
room floor. I watched them foi 
bur then the light went out. . . 
Peeping between the leaves of subse- 
quent issues of Cosmopolitan, 1 found 


Y 


У 


кеа 


BTE 


EN 


that most lovers preferred bushes to 
back bedrooms, and that sexual passions 
were likely to flare up the minute any 
man and woman got within 30 {сет of 
any green growth Бе it a scuppernong 
i ngipani bush, or a patch of 


andsome 
d's young wife, 
a losing struggle 
aromas and ver- 


of sweat, of hoi 1 
m, fecund odor of 
<.. This was an atavistic 
dream of a man and woman alone in a 
Garden of Eden, perfumed, flecked with 
fell from the Af- 


the jungle. 


"Oh. Bill,’ she whispered, half-chok- 
ш... Then he kissed her. Her lips 
were like orchids—crumpled, soft, cool. 
moist. They clung to his. Her arms were 
around his neck. . 

Whether Moira 


ngs moaned 


O 
E 


[rw 


^. IE said ... ‘On second thought, I 
think I'd prefer wallpaper?” 
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and arched her back at the climax sug- 
gested by those four fecund punctuation 
points, 1 wouldn't venture to guess. But 
as she and Fernley trotted home on 
horseback, she gave every indication of 
being deeply satisfied and relaxed: 

“TH say T had a fall,’ Moira said. 

“A fall, he thought. That was the 
right word. . . . My best friend, he 
thought. How often had he read about 
it in the papers. How many men had be- 
trayed their best friends? . . .” 

Quite a few, I gathered, after a quick 
spot check of Cosmo's fiction pages. 
Adultery was all the go, and if a chap 
failed in his attempts to make maori 
with another man’s wife, it was probably 
duc to his being trapped indoors. "Mol- 
loy was a man who thought he had ever 
u - Could he add the lighthouse 
keeper's wife to his special collection: 
Cosmo asked, a couple of months later, 
at the top of a story called “Flashing 
Red.” The answer, of course, was no, be- 
cause the ground was covered with snow, 
and that stupid buckethead Molloy made 
the foolish mistake of approaching the 
lighthouse keeper's wife indoors—in a 
bedroom! 


"Though I may have missed a few allu- 
sions to indoor intercourse during this 
six-year survey, my records reveal that 
fictional descriptions of extramarital sex 
were locked out of the bedroom until 
February 1964, when Cosmopolitan al- 
lowed Bob Jointer to get under the 
sheets with his brother's wife, Lillian. 
But, even then, the scene lacked the 
passionate frenzy it might have had if it 
(or she, or he, or they) had been laid 
outdoors, amidst the warm, fecund aro- 
ma of horse, sweat and African tulip 
trees: 

“We stood for a moment and then 
turned, and quite naturally walked to 
the stairs, Lillian leading then, because 
those stairs were row. Once we were 
in the bedroom, we began, one on either 
side of the couch, reverently, discreetly, 
advisedly, soberly—although perhaps not 
in the fear of God—to pull back the 
spread and open the bed. Then, quite 
unaffectedly, both of us undressed, and I 
was careful to fold my trousers in their 
creases, my jacket too, and my shoes side 
by side, my watch and billfold where I 
could find them. Lillian was just as me- 
ticulous. When we were in bed we made 


“Well—now somebody besides her 
hairdresser knows for sure!" 


love as naturally as though we had done 
it a hundred times, and then for a while 
we slept. 

“Somewhat later we made love again 
and this time Lillian began to cry," Bob 
eported from somewhere in the bed. 
.. . She sobbed and then held me fierce- 
ly. "You must not think that I was trying 
to get even with her," she sobbed, in 
tearful reference to Bob's. wife. you 
wanted me has I wanted you. 
We just didn't do it to get even with 
ker” 

Bob soothed her doubts, 
tears soon melted into laughter 
we slept again, and then we talked 
again, and then she said, ‘I just didn't 
know how much 1 need this, and you've 
got to think of it as just that . . . But 
you've made me feel alive, and I don't 
know how to thank you for th: Then 
she cried, but not so violently as before, 
nd then said, ‘But you mustn't think 
this happens every time I mect a man, 
because it doesn't. It hasn't happened 
since . . . well, for a long, long time it 
hasn't happened at all. And I don’t want 
you to think . . . what you might think, 
because it isn't so but Т am а woman, 
and I want to be a woman, and . . 7" 

As I meticulously folded the February 
"64 issue of Cosmopolitan, and carcfully 
put it where T couldn't sce it when I 


climbed into the sick for cight blissful 
hours of uninterrupted sleep, Lillian's 
sobs 


nd protests kept cchoing in my 
cars. Much of her agonizing had proba- 
bly been due to the stress aud strain of 
having to "do it’ in bed, 1 felt. And now 
that it was over, I was in a better posi 
tion to understand the reluctance of 
the fictional heroes who had fought so 
long and hard to keep from being se- 
duced into any sort of indoor hanky- 
panky. 

‘Take Clem Reg; 
lead of "Run Like a Thief,” which Cos- 
mopolitan trotted out in Мау 196 
While his wife Liz was in the hosp 
having their first baby, Regan found h 
self trapped in his New York apartment 
with a lapload of Elen passionate lit- 
Ue teenage beatnik, whom he had previ- 
ously rescued from mass sexual assault 
by a gang of neighborhood hoods: 

“Her mouth felt soft, moist, hungry. 
The kiss lasted and lasted while my 
brain reeled and my body responded. 
My arms were around her, clutching 
those female curves against me. She 
proved her point, all right. She was a 
woman worth taking. 

“Tn that endless minute, I didn't think 
of Liz, my marriage, ethics, command- 
ments, morals. I didn't think, period. 

. All I know is that I twisted my 
fingers in that black hair and pressed her 
face to mine. 

"Lack of breath made us end that kiss. 
We had to come up for air. Elena was 
panting, but her whisper was clear. ‘I 
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al 
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showed you. And that is only the start. 

"That blew the final whistle. 

“The curves in my arms belonged to 
the wrong girl. She was Elena some- 
thing, not Liz Regan. .. . I stood up 
and dumped Elena from my lap to the 
floor: 


ihe hit with a cra 
ugly with shock. 

“Sorry,” I said. "Nothing doing. 

Infuriated but determined, Elena was 
up at the count of two and "began to 
tug the sweat shirt up over her head. 

"I couldn't just stand there, enjoying 
the striptease, because I knew Elena 
wanted more than applause. I didn't 
dare wait for the finish,” Regan ех 
plained. "As soon as her head was 
mufllcd in the folds of the sweat shirt, I 
charged. 

“My right shoulder hit her in the mid- 
dle as bard as I've ever taken out a de- 
fensive halfback, She doubled over, the 
whoosh of knocked-out air lost in the 
sweat shirt. Without checking my drive, 
I carried her to the door 
Tt was like wrestling with an angry 
seal, but I managed to get her down the 


s" the dauntless girbwrangler re- 


h, stared up at me, 


called. He “set her on her feet outside in 
the courtyard," and “ran like fury.” He 
“bolted the courtyard door, raced up the 

irs," and locked himself in the apart- 
ment. Whether he ever сате out again, 
or whether Elena finally got revenge by 
laying for him in the courtyard, I'll nev- 
er know, because my attention was soon 
distracted by a nude study of a young 
blonde, which was used to billboard 
next month's “spine-tingling novel of 
mystery and suspense.” 

Cosmopolitan's new-found tolerance 
toward fictional sex has never been more 
succinctly expressed than it was in "The 
Gimlet Affair," another “Complete Mys- 
tery Novel,” published earlier in the 
year. Seated in his law office late one 
afternoon, W. Gideon Jones found him- 
self “distracted by the red head of Millie 
his secretary, whose other 
puted to be “eve 


more 


distracting than her head.” 
[ you have no serious objections,” 
Millie said, “ГИ leave now." 

“No objections" W. Gideon Jones 
said. "Go on home." 

“I'm not going home. I've got a date 


for cocktails and dinner with an engi- 
ncer. 


icon. replied. 


lie Morgan, any "Complete 
Mystery" character was liable to try sex 
at any time, I discovered. The mystery 
was not only "who done it,” but who 
"do it” next—and to 
ragraphs later, Гог in- 
stance, W. Gideon Jones himself was in 
the Kiowa Room of the Hotel Carson, 
where he met up with suliry Beth Webb, 
ng a blonde as ever tri 
nother girl's husband 
rounds of gimlets and a little knee play 
under the table soon laid the ground- 
work for an assignation in Dreamer's 
Park. Only Beth's untimely murder pre- 
vented W. Gideon Jones from going 
astray in the shrubbery that night—but 
the reader's evening and the sexual rep- 
utation of the great outdoors were 
saved by a couple of tecnage kids who 
had been warming up in a short story 
on page 96, called “The Bridge.” 

From the very beginning, there was no 
mystery about who was going 10 go to 
grass with Laura. She had been walking 
home from school with George for years. 
“I want to do something,” George 
nounced, as they stood on the lonely 
bridge, shortly after their 15th birthdays 
“There was no noise,” Laura recollected. 
“He looked at me for half a minute be- 
fore he did it, with his eyes wide and the 
flecks inside the gray shitting and swarm- 
ing... Then they came closer, and all 1 
could scc was his eyes, and he didn't 
shut them when he kissed me. 

“It took a long time. 
There won't be anybody else,” 1 


said. 


Ve went across the bridge to the soft 
dark grass and the deep ragged uce shad- 
ows like pieces torn out of the might 
and I said: 'L will not ever love anybody 
else in my life, nobody but you.’ 1 put 
my arms around his shoulders and 1 
pulled him down on top of me on the 
Brass." 

Shifting my gray-lecked eyes from the 
two new shadows that merged on the 
soit dark grass like yet another piece 
torn out of the night, I found that Cos- 
mopolitan had embodied the “try s 


theme in a "Special Report" on "Tr 
Marriages," on page 82 of the same is 
sue. The big news was that "more and 


more young pcople" were sleeping to- 
gether without benefit of clergy, and 
that premarital honeymoons and othe 
forms of playing house were on the rise. 
The effects of this "disturbing trend" 
were weighed and examined w 
same thoroughness that cha 
the women's n nes’ other studies of 
mating and dating among the young— 
for, despite Cosmo's permissiveness to- 
ward the fictional affairs of such warmly 
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ble adolescents as Laura, Le 
and Toma, tcen sex was the single most 
g problem the ladies’ books had 
to worry about during the entire 1958- 
1061 period. 

In the same February month when 
George and Laura exchanged the ulti- 
mate in Valentine greetings on the soft 
dark grass, the Ladies’ Home Journal 
ran think-out on “THE  UNWED 
MOTHER—WHAT SHOULD SHE po?” In 
outlining the options open to а preg- 
nant young miss named Nora, the Jour- 
nal displayed the same deep concern for 
parturient teens it had manifested ba 
in August 1058, in "TEENAGE ILLEGI 
МАТЕ PREGNANCY—WHY DOES IT HAPPEN?” 
The Journal knew why it happened, of 
course, and had merely adopted the in- 
terrogative in order to arouse reader in- 
terest in the stories of such unfortunate 
girls as Adele Collins (“who at the age of 
15 had given birth to two illegitimate 
childr . Martha F. (“When Marth 
was 14, the girls in her high school re- 
ported that she was pregnant”), Sandra 
(whose mother told everyone that 5 
dra “had a spot on her lungs" 
“cheerful, happy-go-lucky” Bernice (“She 
discussed her sex life gaily and frankly 
She said that she began to have relations 
with boys when she was 12 and she 
guessed she just couldn't help it . . ."). 

In November of the same year, the 
Journal added to its case load of litle 
mothers in a cover story that jumped up 
and shouted, HOOLGIRL MARRIAGES— 
win?" In this one, the editor-writ 
who was, apparently, on a firstname I 
sis with all fecund young females who 
found themselves in à family w 
duced ihe 
of Marlene, 


distress 


intro 
ion to the toothsome likes 
tall, lush blonde, fully 


developed physically although she is 


only 15," and Geor rounded, sun- 
ripened 18-year-old, glowing with vitali- 
ty." It was Georgia who first got down to 
the grass roots of the problem by ex- 

i "E had to get married. That's 
son for most teenage marriages, 


isn't it 
Phyllis, who was "a little heavy but 


well built,” obviously agreed. "ht hap- 
pened the first time after a Christmas 
dance at school" she recalled. "Of 


course there was a lot of dr 
well, with the liquor and all, and think- 
ing I was really in love with Мас, and 
the automobile right there, it just 
seemed impossible not to...” 
“ОГ course it's awfully hard not to 
“tall, pretty blonde" named Peggy 
mitted. “You both want to so mudi.” "T 
managed to hold off for almost two 
months, but on February first 1 gave in.” 
Laura, "a thin girl, with softly tumbled 
curls,” added. “It was just impossible not 
то..." Most unfortunate of all was а 
“softly rounded" title loser named 
bara. “The thing was, | was nearly five 
months pregnant and 1 didn't know it," 
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she said. "We really hadn't done any- 
thing wrong. That is—we never had in- 
tercourse. But of course wed played 
around a lot, pretty close and all that. 


Light Up Your Lady's Eyes With 


I never фел lii ake 
Tile PERIERE. piece чш ше мше 
way!” 


Even more perplexed was Olga, “mı 
ry of face and body,” who didn't know 
‘what made babies” until after she had 
given birth to her first. Ignorance was no 
excuse for the next five, however, and 
Olga went on 10 become the star of 
“Sometimes Life Just Happens.” another 
Journal story on unwed mothers, which 
appeared in October 1962. In all, € 
Helen, Ruby, Mattie, Lily and Linda 
were on the receiving end of 21 unsched- 
uled flights of the stor! y 
lishing a record which was still standing 
in September 1963, when the Journal's 
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copy of the same month's McCall's for a 
candid looksee into campus Carnality: 
“SEX AND THE COLLEGE GIRL." Starting off 
at the top of the same page, writer Cael 
Greene and anthropologist Ashley Mon- 
tgu took olf in different directions to 
discover that coeds are sexier than ever 
“WAS CHASTITY A CHANCE AT COLLEGE?’ 
Dr. Montagu asked. “Are the young 
women of America now losing the right 
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Е. 10 say "no?" Miss Greene, for her part, 
x was more disposed to listen to “COLLEGE 
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the University of Mid Wellesley, 
Marymoum Colle in Tarrytown 
(N.Y), Texas Woman's University —102 
colleges and universities throughout the 
country. They are voicing the slogans and 
the bewilderment of the quiet revolution 
—the evolution of sex on the campus . 
sex ON тик casteus” had, indeed, been 
the title of a cover могу by Margaret 
Mead, which had appeared in the Octo- 
2 issue of Redbook. And February 
‘GI found the same magazine cover-plug- 
ging "LOVE AND SEX: A CODE FOR COLLEGE 


1 the outset. “These аге 
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Redbook Indian scout: “тоо MUCH SEX 
ON CAMPUS," 

Why were so many college girls moon- 
ghting in intercourse and majoring in 
king ont”? Ashley Montagu) laid 
ch of the blame on "massive social 
pressures, applied not just by ardent 
young men but by a host of cultural 
forces, to participate to the full in pre- 
rial sex expe "In addition, he 
found that “a sub 1 number of mo- 
tion pictures, and much of the modem 
literature and art college students. are 
expected to examine, chronicle a most 
marvelously diverse parade of extramari- 
1 sex 
Movies, popular songs and television 
constantly portray only the passion side 
of human love, giving our adolescents 
the false impression. that this is love in 
its entirety" Dr. Marion. Hilliard had 
ned in the Ladies Home Journal 
tide that had chronicled the premarital 
sex experiences of its softly rounded. 
teen. brides. 
What 
high birth rate 
Cosmopolitan 1 is bikini- 
and  breastshape-obsessioned “REAUTY 
ALL OVER" number. “Sociologist John W. 
Dykstra (Jersey City State College) 
thinks that sufficient credit has not been 
given to just plain sex—and the preoccu 
pation with it by the younge 
tion. What he names ‘the ubiqui 
sexual stimuli in Ai 
music, dances, movies, TV shows, ads, 
stories, and female as th 
throbbing chants, the pulsing rhythms 
of tom-toms. and the undulating gyra- 
tions at the “fertility” rites of primitive 
peoples 

OF all magazines, Cosmopolitan could 
not be accused of giving insuffici 
credit co “just plain sex.” Ever will 
seek pages for the 
most lurid examples of “sexual stimuli,” 
editors had devoted a considerable 
punt of space to describing the ubiq- 
uity of sexy music, dances, movies, TV 
shows а tire. In the same No- 
vember issue in which Bill Fernley and 
Moira Cummings had succumbed 1o i 
licit passion amidst the smell of hor 
sweat and warm Malayan jungle, the 
reader w prosesand-picune 
passport to “The Roman О: 
The Eternal City has explod 
capital of sex, sin, tinsel 
glamorous as the Hollywood 
the te iced. "A 
girl's surest way to a screen career in Па 
ly.’ says one ironic observer, ^is a hu 
boson.” By way of illustration, ther 
were photos of "bikini«lotted. beache 
“baby Bardots.” and the fully developed 
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likeness of Anita Ekberg, who had 
touched off “the now-historic 1958 strip- 
tease orgy” at the “Party That Shocked 


the World. 


Meanwhile, over on page 64, the 
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throbbing chant continued, as Cosmo's 
concern with the “sexual saturation of 
American culture" was further evi- 
denced by an unflinching survey of mov- 
ie censorship. Still photos from daring 
films were arranged and captioned for 
the reader to study at her leisure: “ “Too 
explicit’ scenes like this from The Lov- 
em... “Frankly amoral,’ Never on 
Sunday . . ." “Controversial novel, Loli- 
ta, being filmed . . ." "Lesbianism, 
theme of The Children’s Hour, is dealt 
with openly . . .” “Succeeding months 
brought these subjects to the screen: 
rape (The Virgin Spring), adultery (The 
Apartment), voyeurism (Private Proper- 
ty), and orgies (La Dolce Vita)" the au- 
thor observed. “Te is hardly surprising, 
therefore, that movies have become the 
subject for profound worry by righteous 
and upstanding organizations like na- 
al women's clubs, religious synods, 
and parent-teacher associations." 
Strangely enough, however, no wom- 
en's clubs or righteous Organizations 
were much concerned with the sexual 
output of ladies’ magazines like Cosmo- 
politan, where carnal cameos depicting 
prostitution, Lesbianism, voyeurism, 
frottage and assemblyline intercourse 
might appear—not in succeeding 
months, but in the same issue, or all 
jam-packed into one single article. Such 
was the case with “Girls After Dark,” an 
April study of sin in Manhattan, by 
Gael Greene, in collaboration with Har- 
old Greenwald, Ph.D. Leading off with 


a fullpage shot of the fringe-spangled 


pelvis. navel and breasts of a night-club 
belly dancer, and ending up with a full- 
page snap of a young streetwalker posed 
оп a dimly lit stoop, "Girls After Dark" 
zeroed in on more tawdry sex than an 
orgy of moviemaking was likely to pro- 
duce in a month of Never on Sundays 

In a Greenwich Village strip joint, Fifi 
L'Amour "sheds two-thirds of the re- 
maining gauze, hiding first behind her 
chestnut locks, then behind а length of 
orchid silk, twirling, bumbling, lolling, 
writhing in a threeshowsa-night-six- 
days-a-week ecstasy.” In a Broadway 
dance hall, or "rub club," a professional 
hostes, "Verajean Miller, aims her 
breathy whisper at the sucker's ear, rub- 
g against the lad .. 
It's ап art; says Verajcan. ‘A dollar 
twenty-five for a ten-minute shuflle. You 
brush "em with the fluttering false eye- 
lashes, give a lot of friction. God, how 
their paws sweat .. .'"" 

Friction of a morc thoroughgoing sort. 
is the professional specialty of other 
15 After Dai 

“The buzzer sounds 
apartment on Central. Park West. Boi 
Larabee, $95,000-а-усат (tax free) 
llgirl, hurries to answer it . . . 
herri O'Neill, the prettiest drum 
majorette who ever twirled a baton for a 


n a penthouse 


214 small-town high school, 23 years old, five 


years a callgirl, has had four visitors to- 
day—three convention delegate ‘Johns’ 
and a Harlem bass player . . .” 
“Livia Bo ‚ class of 1955, former 
teacher, а slim бриге in a bulky vicuña 
coat, stops at the hotel reception desk. 
“Any messages for me? She glances 
through half a dozen memo slips, steps 
into a lobby phone booth, dials: Plaza 


“ ‘Judy? This is Livia. What's ир?” 

Judy and Livia are “one-hundred-dol- 
lar girls" who work by appointment 
only—high-linc hustlers in comparison to 
Dede Tallmer, who “works the street” to 
keep herself and hubby in narcotics. 
But, regardless of price or motivation, 
no girl in sex-mad Manhattan is as busy 
as April Sinclair: 

““Look, I told you guys, I'll only take 
one. You'll have to find some other 
girls.” 

“Listen, we promised these guys . . 

‘April Sinclair shrugs. (T'm what they 
call “not a pro,"' April likes to say. 

"Girls like me don't look for action. I'm 
a painter and a commercial artist. Once 
in a while, though, I need a little some- 
thing extra to pay the rent’) ‘Geez, fel- 
las, I'd like to help, but . . - 

“Just talk to the boss” 
Across town, a few minutes later, 
April, a bosomy litde brunette, trips on 
rhinestone-studded heels through a luxu- 
us hotel suite past what seems like a 
regiment of men. 

“Is it the money, miss?" asks the tall, 
the bedroom. pulling 
an alligator wallet from his pocket. 
"We've brought in all these dealers to 
look at our new and we've got to 
give them a good time. There's another 
girl on the way over. So just tell me. 
How much?’ He pulls two hundred-dol- 
lar bills from his wallet.” 

Four hundreds and a few odd twenties 
re piled on the burcau before bosomy 
little April agrees to service the waiting 
e of car dealers. But Cosmopolitan's 
"Girls After Dark" aren't all engaged in 
peddling their favors. There's a. Broad- 
way understudy who is writing a novel, 
and a young Greenwich Village poetess 
who waits on tables at The Fat Black 
Pussycat. “Worry about king home 
late at night?” the poetess muses. “No. 
Usually, 1 have company. There's a 
(homosexual) bar on my corner. No i 
terest there in me. It’s my escorts I have 
to worry about.” 

Before the night is over, a girl named 
Judy wards off the advances of a young 
Lesbian, called Kitty, in the ladies’ room 
of an all-night delicatessen, and an at- 
tractive lady cop nabs а middle-aged 
masher in a 42nd Street grind movie: “A 
baldin n with an overcoat folded 
over one arm slips into the seat beside 
her. Harriet tenses. The man brushes 
against her. Fi a hand slides across 
her knee. 


E 


“What do you think you're doing, 
mister?” 
Listen lady, I didn't mean no 
harm." 

“'Sure. Out. Move it. You're under 


arrest, mister . . 

As Harriet hustled the abashed knee 
feeler up the aisle, 1 couldn't help won- 
dering whether he had been driven to 
such behavior by sexy movies and TV. 
shows, or by reading Cosmopolitan. 
Whatever the cause, he was not nearly as 
aberrant as some of the sex offenders 
Cosmo pulled in for examination. In the 
same issue in which Mr. Jefferies was 
warmed by the nude sight of his wife's 
bent-over buttocks, for instance, readers 
were given clinical insight into the psy- 
chology and behavior of a whole line-up 
of sex deviates. “Sex pyros use fire as a 
fetish, just as some perverts use women's 
undergarments or baby clothes,” one ar- 
ticle explained, and cited the case of 
an "I&ycarold Florida youth" who 
"couldn't settle for a run-of-the-mill fire 
perversion. His only excitement. came 
from setting blazes on the one night of 
the month when there was a full moon, 
achieving orgasm by the time engines 


arrived.” 
The moonlightand-matches fircbug- 
gery seemed downright romantic com- 


pared to the “psychopathic sex killing 
of cight little old ladies by a blood-guz- 
ding Britisher named John Haigh, how- 
ever—to say nothing of the 1 


abre 


peccadilloes of the infamous John Regi- 


ald Halliday Christie, who "liked to 
consummate his affections for women by 
strangling the davlights out of them 
while making love, then suspending their 
cadavers behind a false back to his kitch- 
en cupboard or burying them in hi 
yard." 

Appropriately or not, the month's 
leading question was "Do Women Pro- 
voke Sex Attack?” The answer was a 
six-page wrap-up on rape, beautifully 
lustrated with photos of an uncscorted 
blonde perched provocatively on а bar 
stool, a teenage grocery boy ogling a 
housewife's carelessly exposed cleavage, 
and a young couple necking in а parked 
саг. “A DELIVERY MAN MAY GET IDEAS if a 
housewife habitually greets him in 
nightgown and negligee . . .” one cap- 
tion warned, "EVEN A TRUSTED BOYFRIEND 
can become violent if pushed past the 
point of no return,” another shouted, 
like Mother from the top of the stairs. 
"In petting sessions, some girls go dan- 
gerously far 

To document this last observation, the 
author capsuled a batch of yes-my-da 
ling data gathered during a sex survey of 
139 young women at Pennsylvania State 
University: “46 of the 139 admitted they 
had allowed a boy to fondle their 
breasts; 34 had engaged ma 
turbation; 22 confessed that, on occa- 
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ion, they had undressed for a man. 
Small wonder," the article added, "that, 
in many such cases, a young man's de- 
cs are aroused past the point of no re- 
turn and, when the girl resists, he secks 
gratification by force.’ 

Some women, I learned, “invite rape, 
openly and consciously. . . . Sometimes 
they do this out of extreme masochism, a 
fierce longing to be hurt by another per- 
son. More often, it is because they desire 
an otherwise forbidden sexual experi 
ence—intercourse with a blood rel 
or a person of another race." Examples 
were given of a seemingly innocent Ш 
nois miss who had provoked multiple 
rape in the woods, and a librarian whose 
subconscious desires caused her to run 
into a deserted park in order to “escape” 
attack, In some women, the desire to ex- 
perience intercourse without having to 
abandon their high moral standards led 
to fantasies of rape—a form of wishful 
thinking that caused one highly re- 
pressed schoolteacher to display every 
symptom of pregnancy 
went by, her "breasts remained enlarged, 
her abdomen grew bigger. At the end of 
nine months, she developed labor pains, 
was put to bed and ‘delivered’—of 
large amount of air. Thereupon, her 
menstruation resumed and, shortly after- 
ward, her mental state returned to 
normal. 

As I sat viewing this pa 
mania, rape, vampirism, 
false pregnancy, my owi 


tive 


As the months 


ade of pyro- 
murder and 
mental state 
10 start knit- 
ting booties for the schoolteacher's airy 
heir. Perspective on her flatulent fanta- 


sics was gained only by a night at the 


was such that I was ready 


movies, where I had the curious fortune 
of catching a rerun of Inherit the Wind 
and What Ever Happened to Baby 
Jane? 

No relief from the bizarre was to be 
found in the Ladies Home Journal, cer- 
tainly. Just the month before, 1 had 
been privy to a discussion between the 
Troubled Woman and her Trusted Phy- 
sician about a baby born with a “bowl 
nd this month it w: 
question. of whether hermaphroc 
ran in families. “I only know that, as a 
child, there was something queer about 
Aunt Maud,” the Troubled Woman wa 
saying, when I looked in on page 30. 
“According to the letters, she was taken 
for a boy until she was about eight years 
old. Then things began to happen which 
made everybody frightfully confused, 
even the doctors. - . . A few s later 
they apparently decided that it was bet- 
ter for ‘him’ to be treated as a ‘her. 

This sort of easygoing tolerance was 
not discernible on the part of the par- 
ents of Don, delicate teen star of "I Wa 
Raising a Homosexual Child," which 
Cosmopolitan brought out in January 
^63. "I stumbled into the living room to 
face my husband,” Dons disuaught 
mother recalled. "He told me, in his 
maddening, monosyllabic fashion, that 
the call was absolutely correct. Don had 
been caught on a bench in Cental Park, 
being embraced by another тап...” 

Luckily, a good shot of psychoanalysis 
helped Don to discover his maleness. In 
time, he broke off his affair with Wally, 
and, without so much as а whoops-my- 
dear, began dating girls. Toward the 
end, his hetei al adjustment seemed 
so complete, I began to wonder whether 


he might not end up as а despoiler of 
persuadable coeds in some future study 
of sex on the campus. 

At any rate, I knew that if Don were 
to read his story in Cosmopolitan, and 
then go on to become engrossed in that 
month's fiction, it wouldn't mean that 
he was identifying with a lot of Mossy lit- 
tle heroines. Not by a long shot. He 
might, rather, be pui 
drivers seat of the married male pro- 
tagonist of "Stranger of the Night,” who 
was going mad with desire for the 
gorgeous, unattainable blonde who drove 
ound in a kimono with the top do 
Every night he saw her on the turnpike, 
acing her little red sports car. . . . He 
wanted to touch her, reach her in the 
most desperate and hopeless way 

On the other hand, he might merely 
be identifying with the necrophilic old 
Marquis in “The Coffin,” who kept 
“a glass box lying on a Louis XV bed 
“The glass box contained the body of a 
dead wi wl young, 
some 16 or 18 ycars of age, and entirely 
naked . . ." And, if the boy were really 
cured, he might even dig “A Sound of 
Distant Music" and find himself in 
Southwest Africa, going native with Fritz 
Von Wertheim and a little Bushman 
babe named Twickwe 
*.. . As he put his arm round her to 
hold her close, she took his hand and 
held it to the quick beating of her heart 
and he was suddenly 
soft breast rounded under his 
her gentle mouth seeking h 
ment he was bewildered, si 
sudden chang compan 
Twickwe was part of his life at Nau- 
heim, part of his world of freedom and 
space, part of his world of tracking and 
campfires, of animals and birds, of gold- 
en sunshine and silver moonlight: a 
child, a playmate. Now this sudden 
change had come about and this small 
golden-skinned girl with her slanted eyes 
and infinite grace, who smelled of sun- 
shine and wood smoke as her body 
twined round his, was a stranger— 
ly desirable . . 

But enough. The time has come to 
kiss goodbye to all the torrid lite 
mphets and goldenskinned playmates. 
While yet a shred of manly virtue. re- 

ins, we must put aside our ladies’ 
and return to our own world of 
freedom and sunshine. Adieu to sex un- 
der the scuppernongs, ta 1 the 
Tahitian and Malayan bushwhackers! 
So long to the sex pyros, streetwalkers, 
stripteascrs, callgirls, Lesbians, murder- 
ers, necrophiles, knee feelers. child 
molesters and homosexuals! Au revoir 
to the wayward teens, erring wives, wan- 
deri hubbies and unwed mothers! 
Toodle-oo to the big-bosomed beauty 
queens, baby Bardots and sexy coeds! 
Adios to April Sinclair and her regiment 
of friendly car dealers! Auf Wieder- 


ware of the small 
and and 
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sehen to the 34 mutual masturbators of 
Pennsylvania State University! And, 
last but not least, a most hearty farewell 
to Evelyn Ayres, the Trusted Phy 
Mrs, Short, Aunt Maud, the kid with the 
bowling-ball head, and the unmeltable 
fundament of Mrs, Jefferie: 

As we take leave of the strange won- 
derland of sex in the ladies" popular 
monthlies, acknowledgement must be 
made of the fact that Cosmopolitan 
finally did get around to publishing a 
survey of the sexual content found in 
some of America’s periodicals—the men’s 
magazines! The autho Marie 
Torre, and her article, which appeared 
in May 1963, in a special issue on “THE 
CORRUPTIDLE MALE, called "A Wom- 
an Looks at the Girly-Girly Magazines.” 

As a поп ter with a 
large reputatio wlignation, Miss 
Torre carne on swinging a big prose ax, 
and a moralistic machete that might 
n service in Cosmo's numcrous 
skirmishes with sexy movies, TV quiz 
Is, and other forms of vice: “Like 
the Pied Piper who led children astray, a 
new social phenomenon is entrapping 
young American men in а never-never 
land, wher helorhood is a de: 
state, and bikiniclad girls are over- 
dressed, where life is a series of dubious 
sex thrills, where there's a fo 
r in every garage, a hi-fi set 
living room, and 'Home Sweet Home" is 
a penthouse pad. 

“This corroding and deb 
age of the American Eden is as subvei 
sive as communism. Perhaps it's wors 
communism is branded а national per 
at least, and thus is guarded against. 

“But purveyors of the playboy syn- 
drome, as this addiction is called, flow 
ish in our society, leaving in their wake, 
degencracy, obscenity, eroticism, perver- 
sion and a tragic ation from life 
realities. 

“The identity of these public enemies 
is discernible at almost all newsstands. 


was 


ly woman м 
for 


ing im- 


Well, that was only the beginning— 
and don't let that little. zinger about 
dult books” trap you into 
thinking that Miss Torre saw anything 
the least bit funny in the menace of the 
men's magazines. No, indeed. She was 
deadly serious and fighi 
out stopping to doc 
to degeneracy, obscenity, perversion and 
“dubious sex th or bothering to 
show how the capitalistic image of a hi-fi 
in every living room and a sports car in 
every garage could be part of а subver- 
sive plot worse than communism, Miss 
"Torre brought up her heavy artillery: a 
retired associate professor, a Methodist 
mil ‚ and the nation's number-one 

t on public enemies, FBI 
Hoover thinks smutty 


‘com: 


books can have insidious effects,” she de- 
clared. "Dr. George W. Henry, until re- 
tirement associate professor of clinical 
psychology at Cornell University Med 

cal College, testified before the Kefauver 
committee of the Senate that children 
could be sexually perverted by looking 
and dwelling upon pictures of sugges- 
tively photographed. nudes. 

се none of the experts cited any 
particular publications or described any 
specific instances of perversion-by-pic- 
tures, their word, like Miss Torre's, had 
to be taken on faith. “Recently, on a lec- 
ture trip to Oak Park, Illinois, I ven- 
tured into a small ice-cream parlor 
crowded with teenagers q ng sodas 
on the м home from school," she 
recalled. * all of the estab- 
lishment was papered with girlygirly 
magazines. Anyone entering the premiscs 


ne 


ay. In the interests of profit, no 
doubt, the store owner permitted. the 
high school children to read these maga- 
zines while sipping sodas. There was 
giggling and clowning and a few flushed 
feminine faces, but their attention. was 
riveted to the pa 

Just which magazines and what ma- 
terial so engrossed and amused these 
high school "children, Miss Torre 
didn't divulge. But with the after-school 

ivities of Cosmopolitan’s 15-year-old 
1 and George fresh in mind, it 


iding men's magazines were certainly 
harmless enough. It's possible, of course, 
that the business-shrewd store owner kept 
his women's magazines under the coun- 
ter—for if the printed page had the pow- 
er to incite as much lust as Miss Torre 
believed, the fictional escapades of teens 
е Laura, Toma, Lena and Twickwe 
would have cleared the kids out of his 
shop for good. ‘To hell with sipping so 
das. They would have been out looking 
for a lonely bridge or a likely patch of 
soft dark grass on which to twine bodies 
and "do it" 

Oflhand, it was difficult to ascertain 
whether Miss Torre was more dis- 
turbed by the fact that mens maga- 
s might be looked at by adolescents 
or read by male adults. " "Do you like 
to read PLAYBOY? " she asked “a middle- 
aged male friend, a television newscaster 


with a keen mind and a wholesome 
ism. 
I do, he answered. ‘pLaynoy 


has articles that interest 


"Well, I'm human, he rejoined. ‘I 
like to look at beautiful nudes. Jt re- 
nds me of my lost past!" 

At this, Miss Torre grew more dis- 
turbed than ever. “If these magazi 
are selling а ‘lost past’ to our elders, they 
are selling a tawdry future to our you 


lings,” she exclaimed. “Let's examine 
these fulsome products! 

In so doing, Miss Torre must have left 
the sex-hip readers of Cosmopolitan 
wondering what all the fuss was about. 
Alter taking PLayBoy to task for inat- 
ng the Playmate centerfold, she jabbed 
onc of "the imitators of PLAYBOY, 
known as Gent," for having "the audaci- 
ty to allude to Sir James Barrie's classic, 
Peter Pan, in presenting a selection one 
month." Running back to slap PLAYBOY 
for saying that Playmate Jean Cannon 
likes animals and “brings out the beast 
in anyone,” she then took off after Cav- 
alier for its handling of a Miss Week- 
end feature: “Maria Arno has a ‘date 
with destiny.” blared the magazine. “She 
is a girl of great inner poise and has a 
strength of character that projects al- 
most physically,’ read the caption beside 
the nude photo. 
nce evil, like beauty, is often in the 
eye of the beholder, no one can question 
the fact that Miss Torre truly. found 
these things objectionable, and saw her- 
self as a champion of purity, out to 
break up a “parade of filth.” In an up- 
front biographical squib, Cosmopolitan 
noted that M Torre was still stuck 
with “some of her research mater 75 
узу magazines stacked in a corner 
of her Mount Lebanon, Pennsylvania, 
bedroom." In transporting these materi- 
als home, she said, “I had them in the 
car seat beside me and kept thinking ap- 
prehensively, "What if there's a road- 
block to catch a criminal, and the police 
stop me and open my car door and find 
1 those magazines on the seat beside 
me?” And now, having written her 
“trenchant analysis," "she tried throw- 
ing the magazines in wastebaskets—only 
to balk at putting them outside her sub- 
urban door where they might fall into 
the hands of her ch 

In this respect, at least, I сап sympa- 
thize with Miss Torre's predicament. My 
bedroom, too, is cluttered with research 
material—more than 200 women's maga- 
zines, which I have collected over the 
past six years. Acutely aware of their 
contents, I, too, balk at putting them 
outside my door, for fear that they 
might fall into the hands of equally im- 
pressionable urban younglings. 

It has occurred to me that I might tr 
stashing them їп the basement, of 
course. But I keep thinking apprehen 
sively, “What if they should be discoy- 
ered by some prowling sex pyro, who 
might read them and become incited to 
set fire to the bundle, ‘achieving orgasm. 
by the time engines arrived’? 

Happily, however, I think I may hav 
found the perfect solution. Since Miss 
Torre assed by her pile of 
old magazines as I am by mine . . . Tell 
me, honey, Miss Torre baby, do you 


want to swap? 


as emba 


MY WORD - 
1 DIDN'T MEAN 


| TO INTERRUPT 


ANYTHING 
INTIMATE — 


HI-HO, BENTON? ANYEODY HOME, OLD SPORT 2 


ANNIE, DEAR CREATURE +’ 1 
CAN'T TELL YOU OF THE THRILL ONE FEELS 
HOLDING A BEAUTIFUL PERFECT THING --- 
TO RUN ONE'S FINGERS O'ER A 
SMOOTH, CURVED BUTT ~ 


NO, THERE'S 
NOTHING THAT COMPARES TO 
THE THRILL OF HANDLING А GUN ! 
~ IVE THE BEST COLLECTIO 
SCARSDALE, GUNWISE! THIS 
AMMUNITION ++ A FEW 22'S ~~ 
SOME SOFT - TIPPED 30'S --- 
AND THESE ARMOR - PIERCING 
БО'5 --- | JUST KEEP AROUND. 
FOR BURGLARS / --- NOW YOU 
TAKE THIS ELEPHANT 
GUNS 


HUNTING 
OH, MR. 
BATTBARTON « 


UGH! 
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ANNIE, DEAR «MAN IS А 
HUNTER BY NATURE. IT’S 
THE NATURAL LAW OF 
PRESERVATION =- AN 
INSTINCT ! THE CHILD 
INSTINCTIVELY CATCHES 
FISH --- SPEARS FROGS- 
PULLS WINGS OFF OF 
FLIES >> CLEAN AND TRUE! 


HA! BENTON! ANO. 
ANNIE! WHAT A 
COINCIDENCE! 

1 WAS JUST CONING 
BY TO SHOW You 
MY NEW VICKERS - 
WEMBLEY > THE 

ONLY ONE IN 
WESTCHESTER ! 


SILLY BENTON! YOU ALWAYS GET JEALOUS OVER 
NU - THING? --- TELL ME ABOUT YOUR ELEPHANT GUN ! 


AH-AH, ANNIE! NEVER POINT A WEAPON 
UNLESS YOU INTEND TO USE IT. MORE ACCIDENTS 
ARE CAUSED BY POINTING“EMPTY”GUNS INSTEAD OF 
TREATING ALL GUNS AS LORDED-AND BY KEEPING 
GUNS IN THE HOUSE WITH CHILOREN INSTEAD OF 

KEEPING CHILDREN OUT OF THE HOUSE І 


OH, MR. BUXTON ~: YOU'RE RIGHT 


GAH, PRUNES! 
OUT OF'SPORTS ILLUSTRATED” 


EM NOT GOING 
ТО TELL ANY- 
THING ELSE 
ABOUT MY 
THEORIES 


LET ME DEMONSTRATE THE 
HAIR-TRIGGER MECHANISM f 
WE HOLO IT HERE ^: ANO WE 
HOLD IT THERE ~- AND THEN 

WE SQUE-E-E-E-E-ZE — 


HA! BENTON! DID YOU SEE MY TARGET RIFLE WITH 
ITS UNIGUE ARM SLING? SEE, ANNIE ~- YOU PUT THIS 
LOOP ABOUT YOUR SHOULDERS - THIS LOOP ABOUT 
YOUR WAIST - AND YOU WIND IT AROUND AND AROUND 

GOOD AND TIGHT AND CLEAN AND TRUE — 


SILLY BENTON?! THERE'S 

NOTHING TO BE JEALOUS 

ABOUT ! IT'S JUST YOUR 
IMAGINATION ! 


COME! LOOK HERE, ANNIE + SEE 
THIS INTERESTING WEAPON! IT 
THROWS A SMALL-CALIBER BUL- 
LET THAT FLATTENS ON IMPACT! 
ANO MAKES A HOLE IN THE 
TARGET BIG AS YOUR FiST// 


ANNIE ! LOOK! HERE'S А 

CURIOUSLY REFRESHING PIECE == 

FIRST WORLD WAR MAUSER RIFLE 

WITH A TRICKY SAW-TOOTHED 

BAYONET -- RUDDY 
[ 


LOOK, ANNIE- 
AT THIS CRANK- 
FED GATLING 
GUN? GENTLY, 
BENTON?! YOU'LL 


DAMAGE THE 


MY PEACEMAKER 
WITH ITS SWIVEL HOL- 
STER CAN SHOOT 
FROM THE HIP BEFORE 
A NORMAL REVOLVER 
CAN CLEAR LEATHER / 


! SPIT IN THE MILK 
OF YOUR PEACEMAKER 
WITH MY CAVALRY 
PISTOL, WHICH, WITH 
ITS SEAR PIN FILED, 
AND ITS TRIGGER GUARD 


REMOVED, WILL GET OFF 
FOUR SHOTS IN THE 
TIME YOUR PEACEMAKER. 
GIVES ONE SWIVEL! 


AND 1 OBSCENITY IN THE 
FOUR SHOTS OF YOUR. 
CAVALRY PISTOL! LIKE THE 

MATADOR WITH THE 
SINGLE THRUST OF HIS 
MULETA, | CANCEL OUT 
YOUR PISTOL WITH A 
SINGLE 45-CAL. MAGNUM 

SLUG! CLEAN AND 


OH, RUTHIE ~- IVE GOT TO CHANGE AND Y = 
GET TO THE HOSPITAL TO VISIT BENTON 
AND BUXTON! — ALL BECAUSE OF THOSE 
SILLY GUNS WHICH THEY SAY ARE FOR 
COLLECTING ANO FOR TARGET PRACTICING 

ANO FOR ADMIRING AND FOR 

SHOWING ! LEAPIN' LIZARDS — 


GUNS ARE 
MAINLY FOR 
KILLING? 


SWEETIE >- IF THE WORLO COULD SHARE 
YOUR WISDOM, MAYBE THEY’D STOP SELLING 
SURPLUS PISTOLS AND MAIL-ORDER RIFLES, 

AND THE DELINQUENTS WOULD HAVE TO 

GET ALONG ON ZIP GUNS. 


IT'S LIKE BENTON 
SAYS >. IF ONLY PEOPLE 
WOULDN'T POINT WEAPONS 
АТ ANYBODY 7 CAN YOU 
IMAGINE HOW SAFE WAR 
WOULD BE IF THE SOLDIERS 
WEREN'T ALLOWED TO POINT 
WEAPONS AT ANYBODY ? 


ANNIE, HONEY + 


SHUT UP AND TAKE 
YOUR BATH ! 
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PLAYBOY 
READER SERVICE 


Write to Janet Pilgrim for the 
answers to your shopping 
questions. She will provide you 
with the name of a retail store 
in or near your city where you 
can buy any of the specialized 
items advertised or editorially 
featured in PLAvBOY. For 
example, where-to-buy 
information is available for the 
merchandise of the advertisers 
in this issue listed below. 


se thls line for information about other featured mer- 


Miss Pilgrim will be happy to 

answer any of your other 
questions on fashion, travel, f 

and drink, hi-fi, etc. If your 

question involves items you saw 

in PLAYBOY, please specify 

page number and issue of the 

magazine as well as a brief 

description of the items 

when you write, 


PLAYBOY READER SERVICE 
232 E. Ohio St., Chicago, Ш. 60611 


USE CONVENIENT GIFT SUBSCRIPTION 
ENVELOPE PAGES 35 & 191 


SEND 
PLAYBOY 
EVERY 
MONTH 


0 3yrs. for 520 (Save 510.00) 
0 Туг. for 58 (Save 52.00) 
C] payment enclosed O bill Inter 


TO: 


state zip code no. 


ic PLAYBOY 
232 E. Ohio Street, Chicago, Illinois 60611. 
106 


NEXT MONTH: 


THE PLAYBOY CARS 


NAKED IN XANADU 


“NAKED IN XANADU"'—A SARDONIC STORY OF A MAN WITH 
A MOST UNUSUAL SECRET WHO WAS ALWAYS TRUE TO HIS LOVES 
IN HIS FASHION—BY RAY RUSSELL 


GOVERNOR GEORGE WALLACE OF ALABAMA—THE ARCH- 
SEGREGATIONIST SPEAKS BLUNTLY ABOUT GOLDWATER, ‘THE 
ELECTION, WHITE BACKLASH, THE KU KLUX KLAN, THE 
SUPREME COURT, AND THE “LEFTIST” PRESS IN AN EXCLU- 
SIVE, EXPLOSIVE PLAYBOY INTERVIEW 


“THE PLAYBOY CARS—1965"—THE PICK OF THE CURRENT 
AUTOMOBILE CROP, THOSE WITH THE STYLE, SPEED, ENGINEER- 
ING DESIGN AND DISTINCTION TO SATISFY THE DISCRIMINATING 
TASTES OF THE URBANE OWNER—BY KEN W. PURDY 


“BEYOND CENTAURUS"—A DEEP-SPACE PROBE INTO POSSI- 
BLE WAYS OF ESCAPING OUR SOLAR SYSTEM AND THE RELATIVE 
EFFECTS THAT INTERGALACTIC TRAVEL WILL HAVE ON THE 
HUMAN AGING PROCESS—BY ARTHUR C. CLARKE 


“THE GIRLS OF GERMANY"—A TEN-PAGE TEXT-AND-PICTO- 
RIAL SALUTE TO AN APPEALING ARRAY OF EYE-FILLING FRAULEINS 


“RUNNING MAN"'—A TEMPESTUOUS TALE OF TORMENT AND 
DEATH, PASSION AND COMPASSION, WITH A PHILANDERING 
FOLK SINGER AS ITS CATALYST—BY HERBERT GOLD 


“FINE ART, THE FINEST INVESTMENT"'—A COLLECTOR'S-EYE 
VIEW OF COMBINING BUSINESS WITH PLEASURE: THE FINANCIAL 
REWARDS OF CONNOISSEURSHIP—BY J. PAUL GETTY 


“THE POOL"—THE POTENT MYTHICAL WATERS FULFILLED 
THEIR LEGENDARY PROMISE WITH A RUTHLESSLY RIGHTEOUS 
VENGEANCE—BY JACK SHARKEY 


“A SHORT HISTORY OF SHAVES AND HAIRCUTS"—CHRON- 
ICLING MUTTON CHOPS, TONSURES, GOATEES, VANDYKES, 
PERUKES, BEATLE CUTS AND SUNDRY OTHER HIRSUTE ADORN- 
MENTS FOR VISAGE AND PATE—BY WILLIAM IVERSEN 


“THE PIRATES OF PADRE ISLAND"—|T WAS RUB-A-DUB-FLUB 
FOR THREE TADS IN A TUB, HELL BENT ON A WILD ADVENTURE 
OFF THE TEXAS COAST—BY MICHAEL O'CONNELL 


“PLAYMATES REVISITED—1963"—A PICTORIAL REPRISE OF 
ALL THE PLAYMATES FROM OUR TENTH YEAR OF PUBLICATION 


Gentlemen, be suited in the Natural Gentleman Manner 
(and outercoated and sport coated and slacked) 


If you relish the freedom of men's wear proclaimed by 
Daroff, tailor of Philadelphia, you should now be enjoying 
the soft-tailored, simple comfort of a 'Botany' 500 suit, in 
the Natural Gentleman Manner. Know ye that you also 
can possess a Compatible outercoat, cut to fit this natural 
shoulder model perfectly, and a sport 
coat and slacks with the same trim, 
slim Natural Gentleman Look. This 


‘BOTANY’ 500° 


TAILORED BY DAROFF 


complete wardrobe concept awaits your inspection at the 
sign of the ‘Botany’ 500 merchant near you (name on re- 
Suits from $75.00 to $100.00, Outercoats from 

50. Sport Coats from $3: to $75.00, 

Slacks from $17.95 to $22.95. All with the dedicated Daroff 
Personal Touch, a passion for perfec- 
tion in fabric, fashion and quality 
Sanitized® for Hygienic Freshness. 


THE TOTAL WARDROBE WITH THE PERSONAL TOUCH 


Welcome Scotch'The World Over! 


“White Label” 


DEWARS 


Ag, DEWARS | in 
"hot Scorck WHS" 


“hn Dewar s S 
Dewar's Highlander МИТА 
іп front of famed 


Edinburgh Castle 


SET OF 4 COLOR PRINTS OF CLANS MacLaine, MacLeod, Wallace and Highlander, in authentic full dress regalia, 92” x 12", suitable for framing. Available only 
in states where legal. Send $5 to Cashier's Dept. #3, Schenley Imports Co., 1290 Avenue Of The Americas, N.Y.18, N.Y. E6.8 Proof Blended Scotch Whisky. OS. I. C. 


